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From  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  I want  to  thank  the  staff,  more  than  anyone  else 
in  my  life,  for  the  outcome  of  this  year’s  issue.  Open  Mind.  Their  boundless 
perception  and  creative  abilities  have  put  my  own  to  the  test.  As  a leader,  I 
couldn’t  have  dreamed  up  a better  team!  I love  each  of  you,  sincerely. 


When  Ryan  and  I were  paired  as  a team,  I didn’t  realize  what  the  magnitude 
of  our  joint  achievement  would  be.  The  magazine,  in  Ryan’s  words,  has  trans- 
formed us.  We  have  also  discovered  methods  for  making  the  magazine  grow, 
like  a slowly  developing  seed,  a measure  with  each  issue.  Tm  extremely  proud 
to  offer  our  accomplishments  to  the  future  of  the  Prairie  Light  Review. 
Leaving  feels  sad  but  there  is  more  life  out  there,  waiting  to  be  discovered! 
Who  knows  what  awaits? 


Thank  you,  to  all  writers  and  artists  who  have  submitted  work  to  this 
organization,  over  the  past  three  years.  It  has  been  an  honor  to  experience 
little  excerpts  of  your  selves.  Thanks  also  toTammie,  my  lighthouse  during  my 
leadership,  and  to  Liz  Whiteacre  who  I know  will  make  an  outstanding  new 
advisor.  And  since  Tm  a mommy,  I have  to  thank  Hannah  and  Jonah  for  the 
hours  that  they  didn’t  have  with  me  while  I was  editing  away--love  you. 


itor  s note 


R.  Ryan  Brandys:  business  & technical  editor 

This  has  been  my  last  semester  with  PLR.  As  I look  back  on  my  last  three  years 
with  this  magazine,  I am  amazed  at  how  we've  grown  in  readership,  print  qual- 
ity, and  organization.  This  is  thanks  to  the  artists,  our  wonderful  staff,  and  my 
admirably  inspired  friend  Sarah  Lensink. 

The  Prairie  Light  Review  has  never  been  a more  beautiful  collection  of  art  and 
writing.  The  work  of  the  staff  has  never  been  more  efficient,  motivated,  or  hon- 
orable. I leave  knowing  I have  transformed  PLR  into  a stronger  publication. 


Over  the  last  three  years,  I've  learned  how  to  apply  my  talents  for  business  and 
technology  in  a way  that  benefits  a larger  group  of  people.  I've  learned  how  to 
give  of  myself;  how  to  operate  as  a small  cog  in  a larger  machine,  and  how  to 
mix  cooperation,  determination,  and  wisdom  into  a product  yielding  tangible 
and  social  rewards.  I leave  knowing  PLR  has  transformed  me  into  a stronger 
person. 


p o 1 i c y 


The  P rairie  Light  Review  welcomes  original  short  fiction,  poetry,  essays,  pho- 
tographs, and  various  2-D  and  3-D  artwork  from  students,  faculty,  staff  and  the 
District  502  community. 

All  submissions  must  adhere  to  the  guidelines  and  be  accompanied  by  a letter 
of  authenticity;  they  are  reviewed  anonymously  by  the  editorial  board.  Address 
such  submissions  and  correspondence  to:  The  Prairie  Light  Review  SRC  1558, 
College  of  DuPage  425  Fawell  Boulevard  Glen  Ellyn,  IL  60137.  Letters  of 
authenticity  can  be  found  online  at  www.prairielightreview.com. 


Rich  Malec 


many  thanks 


The  Prairie  Light  Review  gratefully  acknowledges  Meri  Phillips  and 
Student  activities,  Dr.  Wendolyn Tetlow,  Jan  Geesaman,  and  Dr.  Sheryl  Mylan 
of  the  Liberal  Arts  Division,  Dr.  Chris  Picard,  Vice  President  of  Academic 
Affairs,  and  Joyce  Abel  of  the  Continuing  Education  Division  for  their  finan- 
cial support,  guidance  and  enthusiasm  for  this  project.  We  also  thank,  from 
the  bottom  of  our  hearts,  the  forensics  team’s  extraordinary  generosity.  You 
keep  us  going  strong!  Thanks! 


-The  Editors  and  Staff 
Prairie  Eight  Review  Spring  2006 
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Romance  in  F Major 
Donna  Pucciani 

Finished.  Everything  has  gone  well. 

The  piano  has  rippled  like  raw  silk  under  my  fingers, 
catching  the  overhead  lights  in  its  ivory  weft. 

The  hand  of  the  violinist  is  hot  when  I take  it 
and  we  bow  together. 

***** 

The  coolness  of  the  keyboard,  Beethoven's 
low-to-middle  ground,  carpets  the  quiet  hall. 

I strike  an  "A"  for  the  fiddle's  center  of  gravity, 
and  begin,  setting  a pace  that  swans  could  swim  to. 

My  right  hand  octaves  are  sure,  dark  in  their  legato, 
my  wrist  rounding  the  phrase,  pulling  the  keys  together 
in  a loose  knot  that  ties  itself  up  right  where  it  began, 
my  left  hand  groaning  its  low-down  love, 
struggling  for  propriety. 

The  violin  enters,  his  back  to  me,  all  shoulders  and  elbows 
wielding  the  bow.  Muscles  hunched  in  a black  coat, 
he  empties  out  the  memory  of  F major,  his  left  wrist 
grabbing  the  sound  from  nowhere  and  leaning  into  its  vibrato. 
Curved  fingers  climb  the  bridge,  spider-like,  webbing  chromatics, 
spinning  pure  Platonic  song. 

I drop  back,  giving  him  room  for  the  low  notes 

that  sing  less  sharply  in  space,  not  tossed  over  his  shoulder 

but  placed  carefully  like  marbles  on  the  sloping  lid  of  the  grand 

to  roll  off  right  into  the  palms  of  my  waiting  hands. 

So  goes  the  Romance,  every  note  perfect 

in  its  classical  restraint,  clean-cut,  the  pitch  a gift 

of  perfect  harmonics  layering  like  a pearl  in  an  oyster. 

Until  the  recap.  Suddenly  he  is  sweating 
under  his  starched  collar,  his  bow  tie  and  bib 
crushed  hot  in  the  spotlight,  the  body  of  the  violin 
gleaming  under  his  chin.  Vibrato  becomes 
gypsy  trill.  One  note  seduces  the  next  until, 
lying  on  the  forest  floor  somewhere  on  the  outskirts 
of  Vienna,  he  is  possessed  by  the  soul  of  the  master. 

I follow.  Demonic  fire  meets  deaf  heaven's  wings. 

Inferno  melts  Paradiso  until  ivory  and  wood 
have  merged  in  the  dark,  coupled  on  the  shore, 
and,  hand  in  hand,  walk  into  the  roaring  sea. 
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Ro  o m 2 0 2 

Bruce  Gracka 


Lovers  strain 

smoke  filled  room 

the  heat  overwhelming 

lace,  lingerie,  press  on  nails 

punishing  my  back 

distance  seems  proper 

the  only  way  to  gain 

as  your  cheap  perfume 

fills  my  head 

long  legs 

steering  me  away 

broken  vows 

the  lights  turn  low 

golden  band  left  for  dead 

on  the  bathroom  tile 

lipstick  dreams  pour 

black 

over  my  shame 
sheets  wet  with  passion 
drowning  me  slowly 
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R.  Ryan  Brandys 


When  my  tax  forms  come  in  the  mail,  I would  love  to  throw  them  out  and  move  on 
with  my  life.  Inside  the  envelope;  just  black  words  on  white  paper.  But  since  they're 
government  forms,  well,  those  have  a special  power:  an  obligation  that  is  not  to  be 
ignored.  There  is  an  almost  magical  quality  in  those  words  on  your  IL-941. 

You've  heard  philosophers  tell  you  that  the  pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword  - that  the 
power  of  a signature  exceeds  the  power  of  violence.  But  the  pen  symbolizes  more 
than  just  an  authorization  on  a check.  The  pen  symbolizes  the  advent  of  language, 
and  the  whole  of  culture  built  on  language.  Culture  has  become  a tremendous  force 
of  organization,  administration,  and  execution.  My  signature  doesn't  just  endorse  the 
power  of  the  dollar.  It  endorses  the  power  of  the  bureaucracy  that  enforces  the  dollar. 

In  the  early  days  of  the  thirteen  colonies,  if  a white  imperialist  marched  onto  Indian 
land  with  a deed  that  said  he  owned  the  place,  he  met  with  the  business  end  of  a 
spear.  The  abstract  idea  of  an  economy  - was  not  globally  accepted  as  a dominant 
social  context. 

Imagine  a guy  walking  into  your  hut  with  some  crazy  symbols  on  a sheet  of  parch- 
ment, and  he  tells  you  to  get  out  because  the  paper  says  so  - well  - he's  going  to  dis- 
cover that  in  the  world  of  the  sword,  pen  and  paper  are  pitifully  fragile. 

But  today  the  pen  rules  the  nation-state.  It  has  a power  so  mighty  you  can  measure  it 
to  eight  decimal  places.  Like  here  on  my  tax  form,  Mr.  Pen  so  eloquently  asks  me 
how  many  numbers  I have  accumulated  this  year  - how  much  I have  left  over.  Then  it 
tells  me  to  send  most  of  it  in.  I can't  avoid  the  tax  form;  I can't  fight  it  with  a sword 
any  more,  because  the  sword  has  become  an  enforcement  tool  of  the  state.  The  sword 
has  become  the  pen's  bitch. 

The  pen  has  every  other  tool  at  its  disposal.  It  can  pay  the  hammer  to  build;  it  can 
pay  the  handcuffs  to  enforce;  it  can  pay  Halliburton  to  go  overseas  and  steal  the  oil 
from  those  who  had  it  first.  The  pen  is  the  tool  of  the  wealthy  against  the  lowly 


laborer,  now  it  is  the  only  tool  you  need  to  govern  effectively.  The  pen  has  become  a 
religion.  Legions  of  practitioners  line  up  to  worship  numbers  at  the  New  York  Stock 
Exchange. 

Mr.  Pen  would  have  you  believe  that  his  enforcement  of  language  is  all  that  stands 
between  civilization  and  anarchy.  That's  the  core  of  the  conflict  between  the  pen  and 
the  sword.  Either  you  "endorse"  our  society  and  participate  in  it  financially,  or  you 
meet  with  violent  resistance.  But  today.  Violence  is  not  acceptable  in  suburbia.  This 
is  civilization,  after  all.  So  you  have  no  choice  but  to  let  the  pen  draw  up  a life  that 
suits  you.,  and  file  your  Form  IL-941  before  they  hunt  you  down  and  weasel  those  tax 
dollars  out  of  you.  It's  just  another  form  of  control.  The  pen  may  be  less  aggressive 
than  the  sword,  but  it  is  doing  exactly  the  same  thing.  It  might  be  less  painful,  but  is 
the  enforcement  of  the  pen  any  less  cruel? 

With  the  pen,  it's  easier  to  be  cruel.  You're  not  bludgeoning  your  victims;  you're  just 
burying  them  in  debt.  It  accomplishes  the  same  goal.  All  the  essential  elements  of 
slavery  are  still  there,  except  now  we've  got  eight  significant  figures  of  precision. 
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Windy  City  - Time  Saver 
Steven  Tokarczyk 


photography 


Flip 

Kallie  Kaczmarek 

Flip 

You  see  me. 

You  smile  back  in  acknowledgement. 

I’m  here. 

You’re  there. 

Yet  you  do  nothing  to  change  that  fact. 

Flip,  scan,  wet  thumb. 

Flip,  scan,  wet  thumb. 

Flip,  scan,  eyebrows  perk. 

Flip,  something  has  keened  your  interest.  Jerk. 


This  latte  has  frozen  while  being  clenched  in  my  hand, 
developed  from  this  hatred  that  I have  for  you  now. 
LOOK  UP!  is  now  your  command 


Screw  GQ!  What’d  they  know? 

Lounging  in  a “vintage”  Stones  concert  tee;  $80  bleached  jeans  meant  to  look  as  old  as 
your  shirt  and  $47.50  leather  Timberland  flip  flops  = $200  to  blow 
No  fooling  me.  I’m  the  icon 
But  only  because  I have  the  same  thing  on 

The  shirt  was  my  dad’s  from  the  ‘72  tour;  $9  thrift  shop  jeans  that  were  put  in  with  the 
bleached  whites  by  said  dad  attempting  to  do  laundry  and  faded  navy  plastic  flip  flops 
that  I have  had  for  the  last  three  summers,  3 dollars  at  Walgreens^  $12  forgone 


Clear  your  throat  - always  works  for  attention.  Ahem. 

You  could  potentially  use  a knife  to  cut  the  tension.  Ahemmmmmm. 

Wait,  wait  he’s 

Yes!  He ’s. . . 


Eyes  Lock. 

You  smile  in  acknowledgement. 
Flip. 


GAAAAAAAAAAH!  Men. 
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The  Spider 

Cheryle  Krzyzak 


N a n c y 
Patricia  Ganoas 

I have  a doll  named  Naney 
I always  feed  her  peas, 

She  gets  them  on  her  face, 
she  gets  them  on  her  knees. 

I clean  her  up  and  tell  her 
that  I think  she’s  so  sweet, 

I give  her  some  more  peas, 
but  she  drops  them  on  her  feet. 

Peas  are  not  for  Nancy, 

I give  her  bread  instead, 

She  won’t  eat  a bit  of  it, 
she  puts  it  on  her  head. 

I put  some  jam  upon  the  bread, 
I think  oh  what  a treat, 

But  Nancy  throws  it  in  the  air, 
she  glues  it  to  her  seat. 

Nancy  is  a problem  doll 
I think  I’ll  trade  her  in. 

I’ll  get  myself  another  doll. 

I’ll  trade  her  for  a him!!! 


The  air  whistles  by 
As  I contemplate 
Your  early  demise 

I must  seal  your  fate 

I don’t  hate  you 
Not  at  all 

It’s  just  survival  of  the  fittest 
And  you’re  on  my  wall 

You  have  your  purpose 
I do  understand 
But  not  in  my  house 
I must  demand 

Your  crossed  the  line 
When  you  crossed  my  door 
So  I must  squash  you 
heel  to  floor 

Wicked  insect 
Eight-legged  beast 
Of  all  God’s  creatures 
I love  you  the  least 
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The  Preschooler  Teacher  Standoff 

Michael  Lowery 


James  just  sat  there 
in  his  chair 
swinging  his  feet 
to  some  unknown  beat 

Until  Donna  came  along  and  asked  him  to  play 
to  which  James  replied  positively  "No  Way! 

It's  kid  stuff,  it's  stupid,  it's  silly"  said  he 
"I'd  rather  rest,  so  just  leave  me  be" 

But  Donna  said  "Come  on,  we'll  have  lots  of  fun, 
you'll  see  James  now  let's  join  everyone" 
James  just  sat  there 
looking  stern  and  cold 
he  didn't  feel  like  playing 
and  he  told  her  so 

And  as  Donna  walked  away  with  a frustrating  sigh 
I swear  I could  see  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye 
a little  boy  in  a corner 


silently  smile 


Bare  Naked  Beginnings 

Carol  Neumann 


I opened  my  eyes  and  rubbed  them  with  my  hands.  I could  see  the  light  coming 
in  through  the  window  between  the  bars  of  my  crib.  I rolled  over  and  looked  at  the  big 
bed  across  the  room.  My  Mumma  wasn't  in  it,  so  I cried  for  her.  She  didn't  come  so  I 
sat  up  and  called  her. 

"Mumma.  Mumma." 

But  it  was  Daddy  that  entered  the  room,  not  Mumma.  He  was  dressed  in  his  over- 
alls and  had  a special  smile  for  me.  He  held  his  hands  behind  his  back,  laughing. 

"Tut,  tut,  tut,"  he  clucked  his  tongue.  "Don't  cry.  Cookie.  I have  something  for 
you." 

Mumma  ran  into  the  room  in  a flowery  dress  and  stood  just  behind  him.  She  smiled 
at  me  and  looked  at  Daddy. 

"C'mon  George,  don't  tease." 

Daddy  pulled  his  arm  around  and  pushed  something  in  my  face.  It  was  a dolly.  I 
grabbed  her  with  both  hands  and  hugged  her.  She  was  darker  than  my  other  dollies  and 
she  had  on  a bright  dress,  the  color  of  dandelions.  I loved  her  right  away. 

"She's  a nigger  doll,"  said  Daddy. 

"Nigger  doll,"  I thought  about  my  dollies.  Now  I had  Cutie,  Susie  Ann,  and  Nigger 
Doll. 

It  was  my  first  birthday.  I didn't  know  it  at  the  time.  But  I knew  that  I was  Cookie 
and  that  Mumma  and  Daddy  loved  me,  as  did  the  other  kids. 

Daddy  picked  me  up  and  carried  me  through  the  pantry.  I noticed  the  cookie  jar  as 
we  passed.  It  was  my  favorite  part  of  the  pantry.  It  had  a big  flower  on  the  front. 

"Cookie?"  I asked. 

"No,  no.  It's  your  birthday.  We'll  have  cake." 

"Cookie,  cookie."  I cried. 

"Oh,  give  her  one  George.  It's  her  birthday,"  said  Mumma. 

Daddy  opened  the  jar  and  pulled  one  out.  I grabbed  it  with  both  hands  and  sucked 
on  it.  It  was  sweet  and  made  my  mouth  feel  wet  and  happy. 

"Cookie?"  I held  it  up  to  give  Mumma  a bite. 

Mumma  nibbled  the  edge  and  said,  "Tank-ou." 

I laughed  and  wiggled  to  get  loose  from  Daddy.  He  carried  me  into  the  kitchen  and 
put  me  down  on  the  hard  floor.  I grabbed  a chair  and  pulled  myself  up.  I looked 
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up  at  the  big  red  pump. 

"Wa-wa?" 

Daddy  pulled  the  long  handle  up  and  down  until  the  water  began  to  stream  out  of 
the  pump.  He  filled  my  cup  and  handed  it  to  me.  The  water  was  cool  on  my  lips  and 
my  mouth  felt  good. 

I could  hear  the  sounds  of  the  other  kids  outside  and  I wanted  to  go  out,  but 
Mumma  grabbed  me  and  lay  me  down  to  change  my  diaper.  As  soon  as  she  had  the 
diaper  off,  as  she  reached  for  the  clean  one,  I got  up  and  ran  out  the  back  door  onto 
the  porch. 

"Cookie?"  I could  hear  Mumma  chasing  after  me.  I scrambled  down  the  porch 
steps  and  ran  out  onto  the  driveway.  The  big  black  car  was  parked  in  front  of  the 
garage.  I ran  around  it  and  sat  on  the  running  board  on  the  other  side  facing  the  barn. 
My  bare  butt  felt  warm  from  the  hot  car.  I giggled  in  the  sunshine,  free  and  happy. 

"Where's  Cookie?"  I could  hear  Mumma  but  I couldn't  see  her.  I giggled  some 
more.  She  found  me,  snatched  me  up  and  brought  me  back  into  the  house. 

"Big  girls  don't  go  outside  bare  naked,"  she  said. 

I wondered  why. 

Supper  was  a big  deal  that  night.  My  birthday  cake  was  in  the  middle  of  the  table. 
Everybody  laughed  over  Nigger  Doll. 

"Just  like  Beulah,"  said  my  brother  Jimmy.  I had  heard  Beulah  on  the  radio. 

They  didn't  laugh  like  that  about  Susie  Ann  and  Cutie. 

My  high  chair  was  pushed  up  to  the  table  by  my  plate  with  the  birdie  on  it.  I 
picked  up  my  spoon  and  stuck  it  in  the  'tatoes. 

"Did  you  see  Cookie  outside  bare  naked?"  asked  Mumma. 

"I  did,"  said  Chi-Chi.  "She  was  sitting  on  the  running  board,  hiding." 

"Naughty  girl,"  said  my  brother  Ritchie. 

"Tut,  tut.  She's  just  a baby,"  said  Daddy. 

I thought  I was  a big  girl. 

After  supper,  there  was  fire  on  the  cake  and  singing  and  soon  it  was  time  to 
go  to  bed. 

I lay  in  my  crib  with  my  girlie  blanket  and  wondered  about  things.  Then,  I hugged 
Cutie  and  Susie  Ann  and  Nigger  Doll  and  dreamed  about  running  bare  naked  in  the 
driveway,  laughing. 

It  is  the  first  day  of  my  life  that  I remember,  maybe  because  of  things 
I didn't  understand. 
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Young  Child 

Robert  Kulys 


Young  child  do  not  frown 
Weep  no  more  the  summer  rains 
You  will  grow  and  shine. 


Verse  187 

Matthew  Kovich 

Amidst  a sea  of  stillborn  art 

I tread  water  and  float 

And  each  of  these  birth-strangled  babes 

I’ve  at  least  somewhat  wrote 


Poverty 
Liz  Burns 

The  Guatemalan 

boy  plays  with  his  only  toy — 

fifteen  bottle  caps. 
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Brothers 

Laura 


in  Trust 
Hertz 


oil  on  canvas 
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Survivors 
Patricia  Pope 


acrylic 
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oil  paint 


Miss  E 

Maxine  Butcher 
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Growing  Pains 
David  Beeching 
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watercolor,  Photoshop 


A Metaphor  For  Global  War 

R.  Ryan  Brandys 


\Vhy  do  we  still  have  war? 

The  answer  is  very  political. 

The  brilliant  thing  about  politics  is  - they  never  tell  anyone  but  insiders  what 
those  politics  are. 

Global  politics  is  a lot  like  little-league  baseball.  At  that  age,  kids  are  impres- 
sionable, so  the  coaches  give  the  kids  a speech  before  the  big  game.  "We're  the 
Tennessee  Tigers!  We're  the  best!  We're  going  to  go  out  there,  and  we're  going 
to  Beat  those  Burlington  Bumblebees!  Win!  Win!  Win!"  It  gets  the  competitive 
sensation  pumping  through  the  youngsters'  minds,  and  motivates  them  to  play 
their  very  best.  Little  Tommy  scored  a home  run.  He  swung  as  hard  as  he 
could,  not  because  his  parents  were  proudly  cheering  in  the  stands,  but  because 
that  pitcher  and  first  baseman  were  really  pissing  him  off. 

You  can  reach  an  altitude  where  these  competitive  energies  fall  away.  The 
Bumblebees'  coach  calls  up  the  Tigers'  coach  to  shoot  the  shit,  and  they  go  out 
for  beers  together  after  the  game.  The  coaches  know  the  competitiveness  they 
foster  isn't  a real  hatred.  It  might  be  real  for  the  kids,  but  it's  not  real  outside 
the  youngster's  social  group.  Coaches  see  the  broader  picture:  we're  all  commu- 
nity members,  promoting  similar  interest  in  a similar  sport,  so  the  competitive- 
ness is  a bluff. 

World  politics  and  war  works  in  much  the  same  way.  When  we  got  into  the  cold 
war  with  the  USSR,  it  wasn't  because  we  were  going  to  go  in  there  and  nuke 
them.  It  was  propaganda  intended  to  get  competition  and  nationalism  to  thrive. 
Even  the  ethnic  and  racial  hatreds  that  prevail  in  our  culture  are  founded  on  the 
principle  of  competition.  This  is  the  main  reason  that  the  Blacks  hate  the  Jews  - 
who  hate  the  Saudis  - who  hate  the  Russians  - who  hate  us  Americans.  And  we 
hate  the  French  now.  It's  the  latest  craze.  And  still  a bluff. 

For  people  with  power.  Nationalism  is  a bluff.  If  you're  enormously  wealthy,  it 
doesn't  matter  what  country  you're  from.  You  have  houses  all  over  the  world. 
You  have  citizenship  everywhere,  and  so  you're  immune  to  danger  if  your  coun- 
try is  at  war.  You're  like  the  little  league  coach.  You  use  that  hatred  and  compe- 
tition to  your  advantage. 
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You  meet  up  with  your  wealthy  friends  at  the  World  Trade  Organization  and  talk. 
"I  know  your  country  is  at  war  with  my  country,  but  you're  rich  and  I'm  rich,  so 
we're  cool."  You'll  go  out  for  a drink,  do  a business  deal.  You'll  trade  some  oil 
for  ownership  of  docks  and  ports.  Americans  will  begin  to  wonder  why  our  "ene- 
mies" control  our  international  shipping. 

Is  China  our  enemy?  Not  if  you  work  at  the  highest  levels  of  Wal-Mart  manage- 
ment, and  you  make  300%  markups  on  foreign  Tupperware.  But  if  your  job  is  get- 
ting outsourced,  then  yes,  it's  perfectly  natural  for  you  to  "hate  the  gook  who 
stole  your  job  for  50  cents  an  hour." 

That's  the  real  danger  with  Multi-National  Corporations.  They  operate  at  an  alti- 
tude above  war.  When  you're  that  rich,  you  don't  care  about  your  own  people, 
you  care  about  making  and  keeping  the  money  you've  got.  There's  profit  in  war, 
just  ask  Halliburton.  There's  profit  in  racial  hatred,  too.  Just  ask  the  guy  who 
invented  Freedom  Fries. 

What  does  the  elitist  jet-set  care  if  the  hatred  is  real,  down  here  on  the  human 
level  - where  the  death  is  real  and  so  they  cover  coffins  with  flags. 
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The  Fields 

Mardelle  Fortier 


We  left  with  a cheerful  wave 

After  riding  the  wild  cycles  of  our  youth. 

Crossing  the  oceans  we  remembered 
Our  mothers.  We  laughed  as  we  ate 
Sharing  the  stories  of  normal  lives. 

One  by  one--the  gang  cut  down. 

A roadside  bomb,  planted  just  wrong. 

Best  pal  lost  an  arm;  we  had  no  time 
To  mourn.  We  fought  through  dust, 

Deep  heat  and  storm. 

And  we  walked  through  fields  of  blood. 

We  kept  walking. 

Getting  tired  and  feeling  old. 

No  one  else  gave  so  much;  what  American  would. 

We  couldn’t  sleep  with  the  blasts 
And  constantly  watching  enemies.  At  night-- 
Thrown  down  in  an  explosion--my  mates 
Ran  back. . .carried  me  to  safety. 

And  we  walked  through  fields  of  blood 
Unending,  dirt,  years  of  living  blood 
Until  it  began  dying. 

My  brother  wrote  and  told  me  everyone 

Knew  health  at  home.  They  ate  Thanksgiving  pumpk 

While  we  stayed  in  body  armor  thin  as  scales. 

The  government  gave  us  some  protection. 

And  we  dragged  through  fields  of  blood. 

Fields  of  fears,  fields  of  unending  tears. 

More  than  exhausted 

I’m  down  to  a deadened  shell. 

But  I can’t  leave  my  buddies 

Here  in  this  last  hell 

Of  walking,  so  much  walking 

Through  the  seas  of  blood,  seas  of  tears. 


The  Script  of  Wrens 
Marilyn  Peretti 


They  called  my  eyes  straight  up 
into  the  dense  Linden  tree, 
maybe  a hundred  eager  wrens, 
chattering  and  hopping  amongst 
thick  leaves,  now  ruffled 
hearts  of  shining  berry  red. 

The  movie  could  wait 
in  the  old  Glen  Art  Theatre; 

I was  sure  the  Linden  trees 
that  edged  the  sidewalk 
held  at  least  as  much  drama 
as  shimmered  on  the  screen  inside, 

probably  conversations 
far  surpassing  any  contrived 
movie  script;  the  interchange 
of  close  friends,  the  darling  plans 
for  flight  from  here  to  Mississippi, 
and  the  lessons  of  love. 
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Movies  at  the  Old  Glen  Theater 

Marilyn  Peretti 


Tiny  yellow  twinkles 

light  the  carpet's  thin  edge 

of  a night-black  corridor, 

narrow  as  a poor  man's  staircase, 

leading  an  unknown  distance 

and  around  a corner 

to  the  holy  cool  dark 

of  the  movie  house, 

split  now  into  four. 

Sink  into  lumpy,  leathery  seats 

to  lean  back  into  oblivion  of  fiction, 

pen-concocted  tales 

of  someone  else's  calamities, 

lit  up  in  magnified  faces 

jerking  and  bouncing 

with  every  hand-honed  sentence. 

How  tempting  to  lounge 

in  the  cushion  of  film, 

flying  me  up  and  away.  Two  hours 

of  laughs,  doubts,  and  loving 

swell  in  my  small  head 

just  long  enough  to  rearrange 

its  moldering  contents 

and  ignite  a few  sparks, 

then  catapult  me  out 

through  the  vacuum  tunnel 

into  eye-squeezing  bright 

to  where  I came  from,  contented 

after  all. 
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A Night  at  the  Opera 

Donna  Pucciani 


It  is  ten  p.m.  The  diva  must  die  in  the  next  twenty  minutes, 
preferably  of  consumption.  Programs  cease  to  rustle, 
and  from  the  stalls,  mother-of-pearl  opera  glasses 
zoom  in  on  the  soprano’s  forlorn  cleavage,  her  pale  lips 
celebrating  her  own  demise. 

She  has  collapsed  on  the  floor,  and  having  been  lifted  gently 
by  the  baritones  while  the  tenor  weeps  into  his  mustache, 
makes  ready  to  cough  and  sing  simultaneously  until  the  end. 

Sweating  in  the  pit,  the  conductor  cues  the  violins  for  the  final 
trill  of  a tawdry  phrase  rendered  exquisite  by  her  bell-like  tessitura. 

The  baton  virtually  waves  itself,  the  score  closed,  the  maestro’s  eyes 
on  the  threadbare  woman  who  plays  to  the  balcony  with  smoky  mouth, 
lifting  herself  off  the  pillowed  chaise  on  one  elbow, 
gasping  largos  to  box-seat  sniffles  in  the  dark. 

There  are  no  villains  here,  an  arena  for  perfume,  bow  ties,  Kleenex. 

No  magic  flutes,  bargains  with  the  devil,  hunchbacks,  swordfights, 
or  mythical  creatures  battling  each  other  in  the  pompous  roar 
of  Germanic  waves.  This  lore  embraces  starving  artists  in  a garrett, 
a lost  key,  a romance  played  out  in  mawkish  cafes  and  snowy  streets, 
poverty  backlit  by  the  woodwinds,  lovers  lavished  by  strings. 

Italian  vowels  like  feathers  grace  the  libretto  that  turns  its  last  page 
at  precisely  ten  nineteen,  when  Rudolfo’s  final  cry  makes  the  audience 
forget  recalcitrant  children,  a dented  fender, 
disagreeable  in-laws,  next  week’s  surgery,  unpaid  bills. 

Minutes  later,  Mimi  resurrects  herself,  curtseying  deeply 

outside  the  velvet  curtain.  Rudolfo  bows,  his  rags  waving 

among  thrown  roses  in  a last  gesture,  holding  her  tiny  hand  no  longer  frozen. 

When  champagne  corks  arc  in  a gilded  ballroom, 

death  while  singing  gives  way  to  bubbles  in  fluted  crystal, 

a bright  denial  of  domestic  incongruities  that  follow  musicians 

and  listeners  home  in  traffic  jams  and  snow.  It  is  no  longer  necessary 

to  burn  furniture  for  warmth  or  flirt  with  the  local  vixen, 

but  the  small  home  fires  still  smolder,  cinders  on  a hearth  still  warm 

as  the  car  pulls  into  the  garage. 
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Of  Rabbits  and  Raspberries 

Tara  Cobb 


There  are  certain  things  that  every  child  hears  at  one  point  or  another.  Although  “Don’t 
run  in  the  house,”  and  “Do  I have  to  turn  this  car  around  and  go  home?”  may  top  the  list, 
“What  do  you  want  to  be  when  you  grow  up?”  is  a close  runner-up. 

I recall  one  day  when  my  kindergarten  teacher.  Miss  Patton,  directed  us  to  from  a haphaz- 
ardly-shaped circle  on  the  brightly  colored  rug  and  asked  us  that  age-old  question. 

“Danny,  what  do  you  want  to  be  when  you  grow  up?” 

“I  want  to  be  a police  man.  Miss  Patton!” 

“Colleen,  what  do  you  want  to  be?” 

“I  want  to  be  a ballerina!” 

“Kelly?” 

“A  teacher!” 

“Justin?” 

“Baseball  player!” 

“Lynn?”  “Robin?”  “Corey?” 

“Actress!”  “Fire  fighter!”  “President!” 

Then  it  was  my  turn.  “Tara,  what  do  you  want  to  be  when  you  grow  up?” 

“I  want  to  be  a camper!”  I proclaimed  proudly. 

“You  want  to  be  a what?”  questioned  my  teacher. 

“A  camper,”  I repeated.  I tried  to  explain  what  I meant  by  that  and  what  I thought  a 
camper  might  do  with  her  life  but  my  four-year-old  vocabulary  just  wasn’t  up  to  the  task.  I 
tried  to  tell  them  that  I wanted  to  live  in  a log  cabin  or  maybe  even  a cave.  I wanted  to  grow 
my  food  and  study  the  animals.  I wanted  to  learn  from  the  Natural  world  and  feel  a harmo- 
nious balance  within  it  and  the  life  around  me.  I wanted  to  find  God  in  the  rabbit  den,  in  the 
firewood,  in  the  wild  raspberries.  I wanted  to  have  a deeply  profound  “On  Walden  Pond” 
type  of  experience.  Of  course,  I had  neither  the  words  to  express  this  nor  the  cognitive  ability 
to  fully  understand  it  myself.  All  I could  manage  was  that  I wanted  to  live  in  a cave  with  rab- 
bits and  eat  raspberries.  Nobody  seemed  to  understand  me.  All  the  other  children  thought 
that  a camper  was  a very  strange  choice  of  career.  They  tried  to  suggest  other  options. 

“How  ‘bout  a vet-near-narian?  You  wanna  fix  up  all  the  pet  bunnies?”  offered  one  girl. 

“You  could  work  at  the  Jewel  and  sell  raspberries.  That’s  where  my  mom  goes  when  she 
wants  to  get  food.  You  could  work  there,”  suggested  another  boy. 

I tried  to  explain  to  them  that  I wanted  to  be  a camper  and  only  a camper.  They  seemed 
disappointed  and  gave  me  a funny  look  that  I hadn’t  seen  before  but  would  later  come  to  rec- 
ognize as  a combination  of  confusion,  scorn,  and  dismissal.  It  was  at  that  moment,  sitting  on 
a thread-bare  rug  in  the  back  of  Miss  Patton’s  classroom,  surrounded  by  incredulous  kinder- 
gartners  that  I got  my  first  inkling  that  I might  not  be  like  the  other  children. 
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Peace  and  Innocence 
Jamie  Blood 
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Popanse  Creek 
Steve  Jansen 


D own  near  the  railroad  tracks  on  the  far  side  of  town  ran  a swiftly  moving  creek. 

Local  folks  say  that  once  upon  a time  or  back  when  men  traveled  by  horseback  it  was 
actually  a small  river  or  tributary  of  the  Popanse  River  that  dissected  the  county  from 
the  northeast  to  the  southwest.  Legend  has  it  that  the  Popanse  Indians  used  the  river  to 
irrigate  their  cornfields.  Tribes  from  the  north  navigated  it  down  to  the  plains  here,  their 
canoes  laden  with  hides  of  caribou  and  bear.  Here  they  would  trade  for  corn  and  deer- 
skin and  then  head  further  south  to  trade  their  valuable  hides.  On  many  a summer 
morning  the  cool  mixed  with  the  humidity  of  the  day  to  usher  up  dreamlike  steamy 
vapors  that  hid  the  movement  of  the  swift  canoes.  But  if  you  listened  closely  you  could 
hear  the  precision  paddling  of  oars  gently  dipping  into  the  waters  or  the  dulcet  tones  of 
a native  song  rumbling  down  the  channel  only  to  be  lost  in  the  fog. 

Across  the  creek  was  an  ancient  willow  tree  with  droopy,  thin  leafed  branches  that 
hung  over  the  water  like  an  old  woman  washing  her  hair  from  shore.  Young  boys  would 
hang  a rope  from  one  of  the  sturdier  branches  and  tie  a large  knot  at  the  end  so  as  to  be 
able  to  stand  up  while  holding  the  rope  in  one  hand  and  a knife  made  of  whittled  sticks 
in  the  other.  Then  they  would  sail  across  the  great  divide  hair  rustling  in  the  breeze  and 
bloodcurdling  war  hoops  cascading  down  on  the  enemy  below. 

First  to  lead  the  charge  for  his  band  of  warriors  was  Bip  Mullen.  Occasionally,  he 
would  find  a feather  lost  by  a wild  goose  or  duck,  place  it  in  his  red  bandanna  and  creep 
along  the  banks,  stick  held  tightly  like  a fine  bow,  ready  to  hunt  down  that  evening’s  din- 
ner or  protect  his  tribe  from  invaders.  He  would  hold  his  whittled  stick  of  a knife  in  his 
teeth  and  with  one  hand  held  tightly  on  the  rope,  urge  his  band  on.  Then  he  would  cir- 
cle his  free  arm  in  the  air,  violently  stirring  a pot  of  emotions  within  his  braves. 

Bip  wasn’t  the  biggest  or  the  fastest  or  the  most  skilled  of  the  bunch,  but  he  always 
went  first.  He  was  asthmatic  since  birth,  tall  for  his  age  and  rail-thin.  You  could  count 
the  ribs  on  his  chest  like  rungs  on  a ladder.  Perhaps  his  condition  prevented  him  from 
being  the  most  athletic,  but  it  never  diminished  his  fearless  nature.  And  his  closely  knit 
band  loved  him  for  this.  Who  else  would  lead  a band  of  twelve  year-old  savages  across 
the  swirling  waters  of  Popanse  Creek  to  fight  the  insolent  intruders. 

As  Bip  was  always  first,  then  little  Timmy  O’Shea  was  always  last.  Timmy  had  suf- 
fered and  beat  leukemia  as  a small  child.  He  was  very  young  then,  barely  three  years  old 
when  diagnosed.  But  by  age  five  he  had  beaten  the  dread  disease  and  was  able  to  live  a 
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somewhat  normal  life.  As  a result  of  his  battles,  or  possibly  a result  of  massive  dosages 
of  chemotherapy  and  radiation,  his  growth  at  this  formative  age  had  been  stunted.  No 
matter  how  quickly  he  endeavored  to  keep  up  with  the  other  boys,  little  Timmy  always 
trailed  behind. 

Oftentimes  they  would  go  down  to  the  small  local  grocery  store  for  pop  or  candy  or 
sweet  rolls.  Timmy  never  seemed  to  have  enough  money  with  him.  His  father  was  a 
butcher  at  the  meat  market  the  next  town  over  and  his  mother  did  sewing  for  the  ladies 
in  the  neighborhood.  Even  with  insurance,  Timmy’s  medical  care  had  been  extremely 
expensive.  But  the  O’Shea  family,  had  prayed  together  and  stuck  together.  They  were 
very  close  and  very  happy. 

Not  having  enough  money  ever  bothered  little  Timmy.  Often  Bip  would  Tend’  him 
enough  for  a chocolate  candy  bar,  his  favorite.  Other  times,  Timmy  just  helped  him- 
self. Not  being  very  tall  gave  him  the  perfect  cover  he  needed  when  in  a small  crowd 
and  Timmy  learned  early  on  how  easy  it  was  to  just  help  himself  to  a candy  bar  or  two. 
After  all,  his  pockets  were  only  two  feet  off  the  ground  and  who  looked  at  peoples’ 
shoes  anyways.  Sometimes  he  would  just  stand  near  a couple  buying  their  groceries 
chocolate  bar  in  hand  and  the  clerk  would  just  ring  it  up  on  their  tab  figuring  he  was 
with  them. 

That  was  when  Bip  tagged  him  with  the  nickname  Chocolate  Timmy.  And  whenever 
he  heard  his  nickname  a shy  smile  would  bless  his  freckled  face.  He  was  one  of  them. 

Not  having  the  weight  or  momentum  to  swing  himself  across  the  creek.  Chocolate 
Timmy  found  himself  swinging  aimlessly  only  halfway  over  the  creek.  Somehow  he 
lost  his  grip,  dropped  his  homemade  weapon  and  fell  what  was  thought  to  be  twenty  to 
twenty-five  feet  from  the  rope  but  was  probably  more  like  ten  to  twelve  feet  into  the 
fierce  waters  of  Popanse  Creek. 

A tuft  of  red  hair  appeared  on  the  surface  and  then,  his  face  redder  than  anyone  had 
ever  seen  and  cheeks  puffy  as  a blowfish,  popped  out  of  the  water.  His  arms  thrashed 
wildly  amid  the  rough  waters  which  had  begun  to  sweep  him  downstream.  His  band 
led  by  Bip  ran  along  the  banks  hopping  tree  branches  with  bows  and  knives  high  in  the 
air  in  an  effort  to  keep  up  with  Chocolate  Timmy. 

“Help,  help  -■  I can’t  swim.”  His  head  disappeared  underwater  momentarily  and 
then  surfaced  again.  None  of  them  knew  Chocolate  Timmy  couldn’t  swim.  They  had 
practiced  their  archery  on  homemade  scarecrows,  refined  horseback  skills  on  over- 
turned tree  trunks  and  caught  an  occasional  fish  on  safety  pins  but  had  never  thought 
about  swimming  events. 
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“Hold  on  Timmy,  I’m  cornin’.”  Bip,  already  short  of  breath  from  the  frantic  run, 
dove  into  the  creek  and  swam  out  to  his  friend.  He  paddled  hard  as  he  could  but  his 
wheezing  turned  worse  and  he  began  struggling  for  air.  Gulps  of  air  alternated  with 
gulps  of  water  as  his  oxygen-starved  lungs  betrayed  him.  By  the  time  he  got  to  where  his 
friend  had  been  he  had  almost  drowned  himself  and  Timmy  had  floated  even  further 
downstream.  Two  of  the  other  boys  helped  pull  Bip  out  onto  the  bank. 

His  burning  chest  heaved  against  closing  lung  passages. 

Droplets  of  water  fell  from  his  hair  onto  his  face  and  mixed  with  his  tears.  He  raised 
his  head  in  agony  to  look  at  his  band  of  friends.  Their  frozen  faces  shared  the  same 
tears.  Their  friend  had  not  surfaced  again. 

“I  could — n’t  reach  him.  I could — n’t  save  him,”  Bip  gasped  between  each  syllable. 
He  lay  across  a large  boulder  wheezing  and  heaving  and  spewing  mouthfuls  of  water. 

Not  far  away  the  shrill  truncated  call  of  a whippoorwill  pierced  the  air.  Bip  left  the 
creek  that  day  for  perhaps  the  last  time.  His  bare  feet  padded  along  the  bank  tracing 
footsteps  left  long  ago  by  Popanse  braves  returning  home,  their  band  smaller  with  each 
treacherous  campaign.  The  screams  and  wails  of  deerskin  clad  mothers  and  lovers  rose 
from  the  village  like  smoke  from  smoldering  campfires  ascending  above  the  clouds  to  be 
heard  throughout  the  plains. 

The  next  day  at  the  spillway  down-river  in  Kishwaukee  the  body  of  little  Timmy 
O’Shea  was  found.  It  was  not  the  first  time  Popanse  Creek  had  given  up  its  dead. 
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Bhorn  on  dha  bajyou 
Kallie  Kaczmarek 


Sultry  strains  of  sin  and  saxophone  swing  through  the  fluttering  cypress  branches 
Blood  red  moon  pregnant  with  tension. 

The  hue  reflecting  feelings  drenched  in  pain 
A frog  croaking  out  over  the  glittering  moonlit  glass  pane  lake 

A quick  snap,  tussle  and  gurgling  bubbles  rise  up,  breaking  the  sheet  of  crimson  water  as  the  gator 
sinks  deep  into  the  murky  deep  with  an  air  of  satisfaction. 

Through  the  shadows  a creature  is  lingering  from  its  flight. 

Lingering  in  the  macabre  moonlight 
You’d  best  be  keeping  a look  out. 

For  Death  comes  quickly  in  the  bayou  for  a quick  bout. 

The  majestic  Castle  that  cotton  built  regally  sitting  fixed  atop  a hill 

The  front  shining  windows  once  smirking  down  at  travelers,  royalty,  guests  and  the  numerous 
enslaved 

From  the  broken  panes  and  dull  sheen  of  grime,  a wicked  witch’s  grin  now  appears 

With  its  thick  blanket  of  dust  and  cobwebs,  the  antique  Persian  rugs  in  the  hall,  that  Sally  Mae  was 

forced  to  scrub  down,  would  have  made  the  Madam  spin  in  her  mausoleum  crypt  in  shock 

The  Castle  has  been  in  disuse  for  60  years  of  revolution,  sex,  lies  and  crime. 

A smirk  delving  the  strangers  face  in  two  passing  through  the  mahogany  kitchen  doors 
Well,  that  was  what  everyone  else  in  the  Parish  thought  at  least. 

You  can  feel  the  pulse  of  the  once  hurried  and  power  driven  life  dwelling  inside  these  walls  when 
he  stopped  here  and  there  glancing,  handling  the  objects  left  behind  that  had  once  meant  so  much 
Climbing  the  stairs  it  would  seem  he  knew  which  would  squeak  and  managed  to  avoid  them  almost 
expertly,  as  if  he’d  been  here  a many  time  before,  the  sneaky  beast. 

At  the  top  of  the  once  the  Grand  Staircase,  a sparklingly  illumed  Waterford  crystal  chandelier  rests 
gracefully  above  the  ruin,  which  is  prevalent  even  in  dim  moonlit  shadows. 

Grand  at  one  time,  sleek,  polished,  sculpted,  the  epitome  of  power  and  prestige.  Like  all  things. 
Now  with  the  boards  rotting,  carpeting  moth  ridden  and  fine  detailed  now  dull  as  the  muddy  bayou 
outside  just  past  the  garden  patios. 
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As  the  echoes  from  the  steaming  night  roll  atop  the  mighty  Mississippi  waves, 

A sniggle  of  uneasiness  is  enfolding  the  Castles  holdings 

As  the  footprints  through  the  layer  of  dust,  at  the  spider  ridden  Master  Bedroom  doorway 
staves 

A sigh  pierces  the  humid  air  like  the  family  crested  sterling  knife  through  the  1 8th  century  but- 
ter dish  downstairs  in  the  24  person  dining  room 
The  brassy  knob  is  jimmying  open  with  a drone. 

The  stranger  surveying  his  spoils 
His  war  long  ago  fought 
Now  the  battle’s  just  beginning. 

The  prodigal  son  has  returned  home. 
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Th  e weathered  heart 
Vladimir  Golub 


A change  in  weather,  a change  in  heart, 

Where  climate  influences  those  distraught, 

There  lie  sensitive  souls  of  winter  woe. 

Whose  depressed  conscience  brought  an  emotional  cold. 


maudlin  for  madeline 
Bruce  Gracka 


Blissful 

wishful 

kisses  up  and  down  your  spine 

the  midnight  air  caresses 

our  bare  bodies  till  the  sun  rises 

earthen  smells  decadent  delights 

appease  me  till  your  smile  is  gone 

replaced  with  just  a memory 

your  scent  disappears 

off  my  sheets  with  each  new  wash 

new  days  grow  darker 

trying  to  hold  on 

to  this  rope  of  sand 

a love  so  fragile 

it  died  in  the  palm  of  my  hand 
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Life  of  Eyes 
Mardelle  Fortier 


At  night,  eyes  are  snuffed  out 
like  candles.  They  are  covered, 
they  are  left  in  dark. 

Eyes — the  part  of  us  most 
living,  most  awake,  most 
in  touch  with  the  world; 
eyes  carry  us  for  miles  away 
and  bring  back  pictures.  So 
much  life  in  such  little  spaces  — 
eyes  flicker  upwards 
from  the  wax  of  our  cheeks. 

Yet  at  night,  while  the  ears 
remain  somewhat  alert,  the  skin 
still  knows  the  air,  the  muscles 
know  if  they  are  in  bed, 
the  eyes  at  last  rest,  untroubled 
by  fights  next  door,  unworried 
by  glare  of  yellow  and  red; 
they  are  left  in  peace 
to  rise  again  the  next  morning 
into  the  light. 


if  I gave  you  jigsaws 
Josh  Ziemann 


if  I gave  you  jigsaws, 
roses. 

armies,  and  beer, 
you  could  not  unwrap 

my 

knucklesfrom 
your  thigh-- 
nothing  seems 

to  gall  you 

more-  that  they  should  be  undone, 
(and  as  I grab  another, 
everywhere 

for  fun.) 

You  tug  and 

flail  your  birdie 
wings  and 

cry--”You-was  the  Only  One!” 
into  lost  lands  you  flap 
terribly 


fly 
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Stairs,  Elgin  Joliet  and  Eastern  Power  House 

Andrew  Cornillie 


digital  photography 
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untitled 
Cathi  Tighe 


mixed  media  drawing 
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Nature  in  Charge 
Shirley  Lehman 


Trust  Market  Heros 
Adam  Zinanni 


various  paint  on  canvas 
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All  the  Pains  Revisited 
Wendy  Montague 


mixed  media 
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acrylic 


Tain- L’Her mitage,  France 

Marj  Nicoletti 
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Wine  Country 
Marj  Nicoletti 


fresco 


43 


untitled 
Marcy  Thomas 


acrylic,  watercolor,  marker 
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The  Sign 

Brian  Duffy 


Astrid  finally  located  Virgo  in  the  late  August  sky.  As  she  fleshed  her  out  in  her 
mind’s  eye,  she  noticed  what  looked  like  an  arrow  piercing  what  would  be  the  heart  of 
the  virgin.  The  contrails  of  the  high  altitude  jet  glowed  pink  along  with  the  clouds  that 
laced  the  jagged  silhouette  of  the  mountains  across  the  bay. 

The  tide  was  exceptionally  low.  It  created  a murky,  glistening  palate  for  the  half-moon 
that  glowed  brighter  as  the  twilight  faded.  Starfish,  jellyfish,  anemone,  barnacles,  bull- 
kelp,  and  a small  octopus,  all  flashed  images  to  Astrid  as  if  she  were  in  a liminal  sleep, 
heading  into  an  R.E.M  state. 

She  wanted  to  see  something.  Something  to  guide  her,  show  her  what  to  do  next. 
Every  home  she  grew  up  in  had  a religion  or  no  religion,  but  for  her  they  all  had  a belief 
in  some  sort  of  magic,  the  occult. 

The  Fundamentalists  always  told  her  to  watch  for  the  presence  of  Jesus  in  all  things. 
The  Jewish  couple  had  their  Seders,  Kaddishim,  and  the  cabala  to  help  them  to  predict 
the  future.  The  Catholics  had  their  sacraments,  consecrations,  transfigurations,  and  ritu- 
als. The  Unitarians  introduced  her  to  Jung.  And  the  agnostics  were  the  most  supersti- 
tious: auras,  astrology,  astral  projection,  the  I-Ching,  the  tarot,  and  Edgar  Cayce. 
Nothing  was  what  it  seemed.  Everything  held  hidden  meanings,  messages.  You  just  had 
to  open  yourself  up  to  the  possibilities.  Learn  to  see. 

Seeing  a compass  point  and  an  actor’s  surname  led  her  to  the  west  coast.  A bear  and 
a wolf  at  the  zoo;  a husky  that  stared  at  her  with  one  brown  eye  and  one  gray  eye;  and 
finally  a dream  that  showed  yellow  starts  on  a field  of  blue  - the  big  dipper-  the  Alaska 
flag!  She  naturally  needed  to  follow  the  course  that  was  laid  out  for  her. 

Alaska  had  magic  in  excess  and  people  who  lived  in  the  magic.  But  there  were  others 
who  would  not  acknowledge  when  the  obvious  was  starting  them  in  the  face. 

Stephen  was  that  way.  It  seemed  ridiculous  because  of  his  Intuit  and  Athabaskan 
background.  Astrid  knew  Native-Americans  had  magic  all  throughout  their  culture  and 
Stephen  was  in  denial.  He  couldn’t  see  magic  in  himself  or  her.  He  was  foolish  to  deny 
the  world  that  way,  to  deny  love. 

He  had  the  same  eyes  as  the  husky.  He  told  her  she  shouldn’t  believe  such  bullshit, 
and  anyone  who  did  was  a “fucking  idiot.” 

Astrid  looked  at  the  virgin  in  the  sky;  the  arrow  was  now  barely  visible.  As  the  moon 
ascended,  the  outline  of  the  constellation  became  difficult  to  make  out. 

The  water  receded  further.  She  followed.  The  moon  shimmered  on  the  small  waves 
and  danced  all  around  her  on  the  damp  slithering  sea-things.  She  followed  the  sea,  and 
waited  for  a sign. 
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The  Rabbit  in  the  Hutch  is  Let  Go 

Steph  Ziemann 


There’s  this  rabbit  that’s  dead  in  my  backyard. 

Except  that  it’s  in  this  hutch  that  looks  like  a house 
and  its  skin  is  hanging  in  on  it  just  a little. 

I called  its  name 

Bunny 

Bunny 

and  it  wasn’t  napping  and  its  dish  was  empty. 

It  refused  me 

and  I was  embarrassed  but  its  tactlessness. 

I come  inside  and  tell  my  mother  it’s  dead. 

She  gives  me  a stern  look 

so  I go  in  my  room  and  watch  America’s  Next  Top  Model. 

I read  about  breast  health  in  Organic  Style  magazine. 

I can  scoop  it  up  with  a dustpan  in  the  morning 
before  anyone  else  wakes  up 
and  slide  it  off  into  a shoebox 
and  bury  it  by  the  toolshed. 

I can  take  its  dish  inside 
and  put  that  in  the  sink 

and  something  will  have  been  done  about  death. 

I’m  not  sure  what. 

We  will  put  the  hutch  out 
for  the  garbagemen  to  take 
and  i will  catalog  this  memory 
as  a mysterious  occurrence 
I won’t  be  arrested. 

I just  don’t  know  what  happened,  I say. 

I chew  the  corpse  and  its  fur  tickles  my  gums. 

My  teeth  puncture  the  tarp  over  its  bones. 

Thin,  icy  blood  spills  off  the  back  of  my  tongue 
and  poisons  my  full  stomach  with  a dull,  watery  sting. 

I toss  my  head  violently  and  rattle  the  corpse 

and  it  flops  for  several  terrible  moments  like  a sorry  teddy  bear. 
I stay  up  late  drinking  ginger  ale 

because  there  is  a dead  rabbit  living  in  the  house  by  my  window. 
I am  the  boss  and  tomorrow  he  is  fired  for  not  doing  his  job. 

I don’t  understand  why  I have  to  bury  the  lives  I buy. 

I’m  so  inconvenienced. 
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1 O ri  0 1 1 ri  0 S S an  imperfect  sonnet 

Jenn  Syperski 

young  flesh,  money,  comfort  and  fame  do  tease 
the  soul  to  thinking  them  a purpose  great 
wither  we  shall  as  our  hair  quickly  turns 
attempt  to  care  - forgive  - but  far  too  late 
intentions  and  beauty  dark  death  interns 
our  lust  for  the  material  contrasts 
as  does  our  show  of  love  or  lack  thereof 
we  dance  and  panic  on  various  paths 
but  of  this  earthly  angst  is  none  above 
we  may  marry,  produce  more  of  our  kind, 
surround  ourselves  among  many  bodies 
but  in  our  solitude  are  we  confined 
this  truth  we  share,  carry  and  do  unite 
but  never  will  escape  with  mortal  might 


d i s m i s s 0 d 
Jenn  Syperski 

no  heart  is  here  - to  break  - to  take  - to  tear 
away  - around  - above  - about  - i doubt 
my  way  is  this  - not  one  of  bliss  - but  fear 
the  false  will  trick  and  trade  - won’t  be  without 
a sense  of  purpose  - peace  - or  duty  i 
do  stumble  fumble  crack  and  crumble  down 
my  tears  and  mouth  the  automatic  bye 
lips  formulate  and  tire  a sober  frown 
which  strains  the  muscles  enough  to  let  go 
of  pain  emotional  - scars  physical 
the  abstracts  of  my  mind  concretely  grow 
transform  - transfer  into  the  spiritual 

i look  around  and  cognize  i exist 
bow  down  - forgive  - make  up  for  Time  dismissed 
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Boomer 
T J Struska 


neckache, 

backache, 

til  I'm  ready  to  break, 
chip  tooth, 
bone  spur, 

a week  past  Christmas, 

who  knows 

if  the  well's  run  dry. 

I said  so  much 
I forget, 

or  did  I say  anything  at  all? 

back  strain, 
chest  pain, 

gave  up  the  smokes  for  this? 

a lot  of  juice  and  less  inspiration, 

coming  in  fits  and  starts. 

the  first  one 

outta  the  box, 

different  you  reckon 

from  the  others. 

bad  insurance, 
worse  doctors, 
less  read, 
more  forgotten, 
a shape  disappearing 
in  the  dirt  devil 
of  reason, 
well  I said 

it  was  all 

downhill 

from  here. 


chopped  onions, 
minced  garlic, 
omega  3 
fatty  acid, 
heart  checks, 
butt  scans, 
stoked  on  vitamin  K. 
more  red  potatoes, 
and  fresh  leeks, 

do  you  see  the  obvious  sellout? 

the  rub  in  the  ointment 
you'll  soon  assign 
to  you  worn  flank? 

wondering  what  comes  next, 

you  stretch  for  the  drama, 

come  off  with  a laugh 

depending 

on  who's  looking, 

snd  who's 

business 

is  it  anyway? 
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Suddenly  Tired 
John  Kuharik 


“The  money  I’m  making  now,  we  shouldn’t  be  eating  casseroles.” 

Helen  Jenkins  regarded  her  husband  across  the  table.  Watched  as  he  forked 
cheesy  tuna  casserole  into  his  mouth  and  thumbed  a TV  Guide.  Dark  blue  shirt, 
shaved  head,  he  wore  a tie  that  might  as  well  have  said,  “Let’s  do  business.”  She 
noticed  he  rarely  used  her  name  any  more.  No  Helen  this,  nor  Helen  that.  As  if 
instead  of  speaking  to  her  personally,  he’d  come  to  prefer  making  general 
announcements. 

“Get  some  steaks  and  shrimp.” 

“I  thought  we  were  in  a crisis,  Lane.  You  know,  what  you  said  about  gas 
going  up?” 

“We’re  OK  now.” 

Lane  sold  insurance.  We’re  OK  now,  she’d  learned,  could  mean  anything  from 
a commission  check  cashed  an  hour  ago,  to  a daydream  about  a meeting  with  a 
promising  client  at  the  end  of  the  month.  Her  part-time  check  from  Borders,  an 
attempt  to  help  them  through  the  current  casserole  period,  had  earned  a snort 
from  Lane  the  first  time  he’d  seen  it. 

Helen  finished  eating  in  silence. 

Later,  she  set  things  into  the  dishwasher  as  usual,  kneed  the  door  shut,  and 
turned  to  the  sink  to  finish  what  needed  doing  by  hand.  She  began  washing  the 
four-quart,  Corningware  casserole  dish,  sticky  with  cheesy  tuna,  but  suddenly  she 
felt  overwhelming  tired.  She  glanced  at  Lane  plopped  on  the  couch  watching 
Seinfeld  re-runs.  She  thought  of  their  days  in  New  York  when  they  didn’t  have  a 
TV  because  they  didn’t  want  to  waste  the  time.  Lane  would  come  home  and  pin 
her  to  that  couch  for  a good  hour. 

She  pushed  a stray  hair  from  her  eye  with  the  back  of  her  wrist. 

Maybe  she  wouldn’t  need  this  Corningware  anymore.  She  opened  the  door 
beneath  the  sink  with  a soapy  hand  and  eased  the  heavy  dish  into  the  trash  can. 

It  had  been  a Crate  and  Barrel  wedding  present  eight  years  ago  from  Lane’s 
favorite  cousin  Ed,  a single  guy  who  had  lived  only  a few  blocks  from  them  in 
New  York.  Helen  smiled.  Ed  liked  to  give  out  nick  names,  and  her’s  had  been 
Stringbean.  He’d  come  to  visit  them  in  Naperville  once,  but  only  sent  Christmas 
cards  now.  Nice  cards  though,  from  the  New  York  Art  Museum. 

A few  evenings  later,  Helen  straightened  up  from  the  dishwasher  and  leaned 
her  slim  frame  against  the  counter.  She  cocked  her  head  at  a baking  pan  lined 
with  remnants  of  gooey  blackberry  cobbler  as  another  wave  of  fatigue  hit  her. 
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She  looked  at  Lane  on  the  couch.  With  hardly  a thought,  one  wet  hand  opened 
the  under-sink  door,  and  the  other  plopped  the  gooey  pan  into  the  trash. 

Another  Crate  and  Barrel  item  mailed  to  her  mother’s  house  before  the  wed- 
ding. This  from  Kathy  Smith,  a teacher  friend  from  New  York  who  never  called 
anymore  either.  Kathy’s  Christmas  cards  were  always  tasteful  Hallmark  selec- 
tions. 

Over  the  next  three  weeks,  a sixteen  ounce  Pyrex  measuring  cup,  sticky  with 
egg  whites,  an  Apilco  gravy  boat,  made  in  France,  but  encrusted  with  low-fat 
chicken  gravy,  and  a Circulon  twelve-inch  no-stick  frying  pan  with  burnt 
residue,  all  presented  themselves  to  Helen  at  her  most  fatigued,  wet  handed, 
after  dinner  moment.  Each  thumped  into  the  trash  under  cover  of  laughing 
Seinfelds. 

The  Pyrex  cup — one  item  not  from  Crate  and  Barrel — had  been  from  Lane’s 
sister  Paula.  The  gravy  boat,  a specimen  piece,  which  to  Helen  meant  it  didn’t 
match  anything,  from  Cindy  Baker,  in  Lane’s  office.  Helen  later  suspected  her 
and  Lane  of  fooling  around.  No  evidence,  really.  Just  a feeling.  The  frying  pan 
was  from  Bill  and  Heather  Jacobs,  college  friends  of  Lane’s. 

No  Christmas  cards  ever  from  Paula,  or  Cindy  Baker.  Bill  and  Heather — who 
lived  in  Connecticut  now — sent  cards  featuring  ink  sketches  of  bucolic  New 
England,  usually  farmhouses  with  wreaths  on  their  doors.  Once  at  a party  in 
New  York,  Bill  tried  to  hit  on  Helen.  Told  her  he  loved  the  way  her  hair  always 
looked  wet.  Since  that  was  the  look  she  was  after  at  the  time,  she’d  allowed  her- 
self to  flirt  with  him  a bit. 

It  took  some  doing,  that  hair.  Way  more  energy  than  her  current  ponytail.  A 
week  after  the  frying  pan,  the  first  small  appliance  disappeared.  A fourteen 
speed  Hamilton  Beach  blender  that  Lane  had  mixed  Daiquiris  in  and  left 
unwashed  near  the  sink  got  snatched  up  faster  than  a limping  antelope  at  a 
waterhole.  A wedding  gift  from  his  Aunt  Marla,  and  her  husband,  whoever. 

Their  Christmas  cards  had  come  for  three  years,  then  nothing. 

In  the  following  days  Helen  felt  giddy  and  a little  out  of  control.  Items  select- 
ed for  discard  no  longer  needed  to  be  cheesy,  gooey,  or  encrusted.  Mixing  bowls 
collecting  dust  on  a shelf,  spatulas  hiding  in  a drawer,  and  an  electric  knife 
waiting  for  the  next  turkey  to  appear,  were  not  spared.  If  something  looked  tir- 
ing to  Helen,  it  was  adios  amigo. 

“Heavy  garbage  can  this  morning,”  said  Lane  at  dinner  one  Friday,  well  into 
the  second  month  of  the  diaspora. 

“You’re  strong.  I’m  sure  you  handled  it.” 

“Hmm,”  said  Lane,  squinting  at  the  TV  Guide  next  to  his  plate.  “Sex  and  the 
City  is  the  only  thing  we  haven’t  seen  tonight.” 

Now,  that  killed  Helen.  It  told  her  Lane  was  still  interested  in  sex  on  some 
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level.  Just  no  level  she  was  on,  apparently. 

“How  do  you  like  the  rice?”  she  asked.  The  rice  steamer  had  gone  under  the 
sink  Tuesday. 

“Seems  a little  sticky.” 

“Let  me  ask  you  something,  Lane.”  Helen  pulled  her  fork  from  between  her 
lips  and  held  it  up  in  front  of  her  face.  “Do  you  remember  where  we  got  this  sil- 
verware?” 

Lane  looked  up.  “Is  this  real  silver?” 

Typical  answer,  she  thought.  After  their  wedding,  when  she  was  ooh,  and  aah 
over  the  gifts;  he  was,  where  are  the  checks? 

“It’s  stainless.  I just  call  it  silverware.  The  question  is:  do  you  know  where 
it’s  from?” 

Lane  frowned.  “I  know  we  had  it  in  New  York.”  Helen  chewed  her  rice. 

“Do  you  know?”  he  asked. 

Helen  nodded  and  smiled.  “Your  mother,  for  our  wedding.” 

“No  shit?” 

“No  shit.” 

Their  eyes  met  for  a moment  and  Lane  looked  like  he  was  about  to  say  some- 
thing. But  he  gave  a small  shrug  instead,  and  then  looked  down  at  his  plate  and 
resumed  eating.  Helen  twirled  the  fork  in  her  fingers  and  watched  him.  When 
would  he  figure  this  out,  she  wondered?  The  next  time  he  wanted  a Daiquiri? 
Her  turn  to  shrug. 

No  matter. 

As  she  set  her  fork  down,  her  mind  drifted  to  the  front  closet.  There,  her 
slightly  bulging,  black  carry-on  suitcase  stood  quietly  on  its  wheels,  a New  York 
City  Subway  map  tucked  neatly  under  a flap.  Pull-handle  fully  extended,  it  was 
ready  to  roll. 
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Chicago  Botanic  Garden  II 

Connie  Nestler 
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Lao  Shi 

Wilda  Morris 


Dew  sparkles  greening  leaves. 
Hibiscus  perfumes  morning  air 
but  the  stonemason  does  not  rise 
or  open  dark  eyes. 

Long  years  of  labor 
to  make  a good  life 
for  his  son,  Shi  Xing, 
are  over. 

Sitting  still  on  the  mountain 
listening  for  the  sound 
of  sandaled  feet 

awaiting  the  return  of  a son 
grown  ungrateful 

the  stonemason 
turned  to  stone. 

Look!  Centuries  later 
he  still  waits 
in  vain. 
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truth  are  Your  gently  rollin 

Josh  Ziemann 


truth  are  Your  gently  rolling 

starlit  mouth  inside  and  around  my 

mouth,  when  my  every  question  tastes  of  yours! 

and  stabbing  and  guessing  plunge  us 
into  two  oceans  engulfed 
in  a mouth  of  warm  silt  where 
what's  ex-what  is  land 


Magnolia,  Deflowere 
Maureen  Flannery 


Its  blossomed  beauty 
as  short-lived  as  certain  beauty  is, 
the  magnolia  this  morning 
weeps  the  dulled  pink  decline 
of  her  instantaneous  prime 
all  over  the  rain-enticed  grass. 
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Imitate  a Line  Found  In  Verse 

Brian  Kovich 


Splendid  visions  your  heart 
Draped  now  in  most  perfect  reds 
Silky  strands  of  honeyed  amber 
Absolute  organized  disarray 
Sanguine  lips  refuse  to  draw 
My  eyes  from  these  discs 
Hushed  blue  sensation 
Shining  brightly 
Your  simple  mouth  cracks 
An  unassuming  smile 
I feign  having  missed 
Staring  ever  in  passive 
Remorse 

For  having  never  asked 


Your  name 


Priceless 
Matthew  Kovich 


If  there  were  one  thing  I could  say  about 
you(there  are  more),  you  always  never  fail 
to(  smile)  surprise  me.  (pause)  Except  I would 
not.  Really,  I would  say  “I  love  you”  or( 

I watch  you  fill  your  recently  unfilled 
self,  and  I cheer  and  buy  myself  a hot 
dog) 

maybe  I would  say  that  you  deserve 
some  rest  today, 

but  more  so  you  deserve 
to  breathe  and(for  a change)a  hearty  slice 
of  candidly  yourself. 

Oh , and  a tall 

refreshing  glass  of  Time  and  Life. 

Don’t  change 

your  you  but  grow  and  learn  and  love  and  take 
and  give(but  don’t  forget  to  take)but  most 
of  all  remember(  smile)  to  share. 

(and  Love 


Unfinished  Life 

Wendy  Montague 


charcoal,  pencil 
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Making  Use  of  What  Was  Left 

Maureen  Flannery 


Some  distance  out  of  time  nomadic  people  come  to  a place  and  stop, 
drop  belongings  and  begin  to  build, 

their  early  work  enlivened  by  thoughts  of  a ceremonial  complex, 
temples  rising  at  cardinal  points  against  a benevolent  sky. 

Before  long  they  are  conquered 

by  some  new  influx  of  civilization-makers, 

themselves  displaced  from  a familiar  place. 

Temple-leveling  settlers  arrive 

to  slaughter  and  alter  the  orientation  of  the  altar. 

Second-comers  stay,  become  at  home, 

comfortable  as  no-shoes  in  this  culture  of  their  bringing  forth. 

When  not  destroyed,  the  most  valued  spoils- 
those  shamelessly-taken  gods  of  a former  tribe- 

are  draped  in  garlands  and  offered-to  anew  by  worshiping  usurpers. 

Successive  waves  of  people  leave  things  buried  in  the  earth 

or  swirling  in  the  winds  that  blow  aspirations  of  the  ancients 

into  the  creativity  of  youth  espousing  new  truths, 

barely  aware  of  old-mold  motivations  informing  the  idols  they  sculpt. 

So  much  gets  left  behind  in  the  endless  going  on. 

Only  figures  of  true  design  will  be  taken  up 
and  painstakingly  glued  for  their  simple  beauty. 

Perennials  we  plant  will  be  nursed  in  the  next  man's  yard 
when  the  blossom's  drooping  petals  have  a certain  velvet  gloss 
to  delight  the  eye  of  the  gardener  coming  by. 
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Had  I stayed  home  and  married 

Wilda  Morris 


that  girl  in  San  Francisco 
I would  not  have  known 
the  kingly  feel  of  perching 
on  the  lead  camel  in  a caravan 
crossing  rolling  grasslands 
of  Mongolia,  the  hissing  sand 
across  the  high  dunes  of  the  Ordos, 
cresting  like  waves  and  breaking, 
the  hazy  smoke  of  dung  fires 
at  daybreak,  the  sight  of  women 
dipping  water  from  the  creek, 
the  storyteller  with  his  tales 
of  princes,  dragons,  demons 
punctuated  by  the  ping 
of  a turning  fork. 

Had  I stayed  home  and  married 
that  girl  in  San  Francisco 
I would  not  wakened  on  a houseboat, 
the  Yangtze  in  flood  tearing  it 
from  the  levee  where  we'd  moored, 
not  rescued  frightened  peasants, 
nor  had  to  push  clawing  hands 
from  the  side  when  the  boat 
was  already  too  full. 

Had  I stayed  home  and  married 

that  girl  in  San  Francisco 

I would  not  have  stood 

before  the  Dragon  Throne 

in  the  Forbidden  City 

when  Pu-Yi  was  declared  Emperor 

again,  nor  had  to  escape 

General  Li  by  donning  golden  robes 

and  joining  a procession  of  monks. 


Had  I stayed  home  and  married 
that  girl  in  San  Francisco 
I would  not  have  caravanned 
into  an  April  blizzard,  lost 
my  snow  goggles,  had  my  sight 
ruined.  But  oh,  sure  as  my  name 
is  Fred  Meyer  Schroder, 
what  I had  already  seen  and  done 
gave  me  a lifetime  of  tales  to  tell 
that  girl  in  San  Francisco 
when  I did  go  home  to  marry  her. 


Out  of  Indiana 
Tara  Cobb 


A faded  gray  ribbon,  parting  the  golden  sea, 

Punctuated  by  white-washed  farmhouses. 

Skeletal  Fords  displayed  proudly  on  cinder  blocks  on  the  front  lawn. 

Their  rusty  armor  camouflaged  in  the  dying  grass 

Sunlight  dancing  on  silvery  silos  draws  the  eye  and  breaks  the  monotony 

Small  towns  spring  up  amid  the  firs. 

Like  young  plants  thrusting  themselves  desperately  into  the  light. 

The  highway  widens  from  two  lanes  to  four  and  then  six. 

The  towns  grow  into  suburbs. 

The  barns  become  strip  malls. 

The  forests,  fields,  and  hills  shrink  away. 

As  we  advance  on  the  city,  the  faint  tint  of  smog  becomes  apparent  in  the  cloudless  sky. 
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Sunset  at  Danada  No.  I 

Steven  Tokarczyk 


photography 
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Goose  & Reflections 
Denis  Hagen 


Identity  Theft:Park  Ben  ch 

David  Mayhew 


photography 


Artist’s  Teeth 
Fyodor  Sakhnovski 


clay,  teeth 
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unintended  weapons 
Steve  Young 


rifles  and  knives  wrought  for  Hunting 
scythes  and  sickles  used  for  the  Harvest 
fire  discovered  for  Light  and  Cooking 
water  to  sustain  the  Life  of  mankind 
medicine  to  prolong  the  lives  of  men 
chisels  to  create  a beautiful  Artwork 
explosives  to  defile  or  sculpt  the  Land 
stones  for  the  strengthening  of  Homes 
hammers  to  construct  walls  and  Houses 
sledgehammers  to  tear  them  down 
cars  to  go  from  one  place  to  another 
knots  and  ropes  needed  to  bind  and  sail 
diseases  formed  from  Nature,  altered 
pain  to  define  our  limited  bodies 
branches  from  Trees,  rigid  and  strong 
belts  and  scarves,  worn  as  Clothing 
pins  and  needles  to  tailor  them  all 
bats  and  pillows  for  Games  and  Rest 


Sometimes 
Jennifer  Mallory 


Sometimes  when  the  wind's  just  right, 

I feel  your  breath  upon  me. 

A special  softness  that  soothes  my  soul 
With  a warmth  that  tingles  and  embraces, 
And  it  smells  of  you. 

Fresh  white  laundry  and  cinnamon  sugar 
With  a hint  of  sweet  lavender  shampoo 
And  some  other  smell 
That  I can't  quite  put  my  finger  on, 

But  I think  it  must  be  close 
To  the  essence  of  love. 

And  when  I feel  that  faint  breeze 

That  quickly  kisses  by 

And  runs  its  fingers  through  my  hair, 

I know  you're  watching  over  me, 

I can  feel  it  in  the  air. 
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The  Piece  of  Fudge 
Liz  Burns 


The  paper  bag  sat  in  the  middle  of  the  back  seat  of  my  car.  I couldn’t  see  it  but  it  was 
there.  I could  feel  it.  It  was  almost  as  if  it  were  looking  at  me  and  I felt  my  mouth  water. 
It  had  entered  my  life  a couple  of  hours  earlier  when  I picked  up  my  friend  Jean  Marie  to 
go  to  the  movie.  She  had  opened  the  car  door,  thrust  a bag  at  me.  “Fudge,”  she  said.  “I 
made  fudge  for  Alan’s  birthday  and  saved  a few  pieces  for  you.”  I accepted  it  with  respect 
and  carefully  placed  it  on  the  seat. 

After  seeing  the  movie  and  dropping  Jean  Marie  back  at  her  house,  I headed  home.  I 
drove  the  few  more  blocks  to  my  house,  inching  my  car  into  our  tiny  garage.  I knew  there 
were  a few  things  I wanted  to  do  quickly  before  the  day  ended — put  the  chairs  away  from 
a meeting  earlier  today,  unload  the  dishwasher,  fold  a small  load  of  laundry,  check  my  e- 
mail.  Then,  exhausted  as  I am  every  night,  I would  slide  into  bed  next  to  my  snoring 
spouse,  shivering  until  the  down  comforter  surrounded  and  warmed  me. 

I am  not  going  to  eat  fudge  before  bed.  No,  I am  not.  I have  already  eaten  enough 
sweets  today,  more  than  usual,  and  I need  not  add  to  the  sugar  content  in  my  blood 
stream.  Fudge  before  bed  is  not  a good  idea.  Definitely  not  a good  idea.  I might,  how- 
ever, drink  a half  a glass  of  wine.  It  is  such  a comfort,  relaxing. 

When  I came  into  my  kitchen,  I hung  up  the  car  keys  and  dropped  the  movie  review  on 
the  counter  next  to  today’s  mail.  Carefully  I placed  the  fudge  right  next  to  the  coffeemak- 
er.  I peeked  in  and  saw  three  pieces  of  fudge,  wrapped  in  Saran.  Jean  Marie  is  a really 
good  cook.  It  looked  perfect.  The  candy  was  in  a white  bag,  as  if  it  had  come  from  the 
fudge  shop  in  Galena  or  Fannie  Mae  in  Chicago.  Professional  looking  but  homemade  by 
a friend...  and  so  much  fresher.  So  I unloaded  the  dishwasher,  went  to  the  basement  to 
put  the  chairs  away,  brought  up  a load  of  laundry.  Of  course,  I had  to  pass  through  the 
kitchen  to  get  the  laundry,  to  carry  the  chairs.  The  white  bag  just  sat.  I could  not  ignore 
it.  It  was  a Presence.  Perhaps  I should  put  it  out  of  sight,  inside  the  cabinet,  maybe 
behind  the  mixing  bowls.  Or  at  least  hide  it  behind  the  Cuisinart  over  in  the  corner. 

I went  into  our  home-office  to  check  e-mail.  Possessively,  I picked  up  the  bag  and  took 
it  with  me,  sat  it  down  next  to  the  monitor.  I tried  to  ignore  it.  I peeked  into  the  bag 
again  and  got  a whiff  of  that  chocolate  odor,  admired  the  dark  brown  color.  I reached  in 
and  brought  out  the  pieces.  Surprise!  There  were  four  big  rectangles  of  beautiful  thick 
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fat  smooth  fudge.  Each  rectangle  is  cut  in  half.  Eight  pieces  of  fudge!  I stuck  my  nose 
right  next  to  the  wrapping  and  the  divine  smell  brought  back  memories  of  a kitchen  scene 
in  my  childhood.  I could  see  my  mother  and  my  sister  lifting  a heavy  kettle,  pouring  out 
a batch  of  fudge.  It  gushed  onto  a marble  slab;  then  they  pushed  and  teased  it  with  two 
wooden  spoons  until  it  smoothed  out  evenly,  glossy  and  opaque.  After  it  cooled  slightly, 
they  would  cut  the  chocolate  fudge  into  squares  and  anyone  in  the  kitchen  had  free  rein 
to  eat  the  uneven  pieces  and  the  delicious  ends  and  corners.  It  was  a wonderful  memory, 
vivid.  The  smell  is  the  same  now  as  it  was  then. 

No,  I’m  not  going  to  open  the  fudge  now.  I shall  save  all  eight  pieces  for  tomorrow. 
Resolutely,  I put  the  candy  back  in  the  white  bag  and  folded  it  over  three  times,  pushed  it 
behind  the  computer. 

Checking  e-mail,  I remembered  the  small  amount  of  a very  good  Shiraz  in  the  bottle 
we  had  opened  yesterday  to  share  with  neighbors.  I decided  to  treat  myself  to  that  and 
took  it  back  to  the  computer.  The  thought  of  the  fudge  followed  me  into  the  kitchen  and 
back,  spiritually  and  emotionally. 

Surely  there  isn’t  anything  really  wrong  with  a little  taste  of  the  fudge.  If  I wait  until 
tomorrow,  it  will  not  be  as  fresh  as  it  is  now.  No  one  will  ever  know  that  there  were  eight 
pieces  originally.  I will  just  break  off  a small  smidgen. 

I opened  the  bag,  pulled  out  the  full  packet  of  the  fudge,  unwrapped  the  Saran,  and 
removed  one  square.  It  was  even  heavier  and  denser  than  I had  anticipated.  It  also  had 
pecans  in  it.  The  color  was  rich  brown;  the  texture  was  sleek,  not  a bubble,  not  too  dry, 
not  runny,  not  sticky.  It  looked  perfectly  decadent. 

I bit  into  this  square  of  fudge.  Ummmmm,  the  taste  exploded  in  my  mouth.  It  was  the 
ultimate  chocolate  taste — exciting,  yet  soothing.  Satisfying.  I put  the  rest  of  the  square 
in  my  mouth  and  then  began  to  wrap  up  the  remaining  pieces. 

I looked  at  a second  piece;  it  looked  at  me.  I was  tempted.  I hesitated.  I popped  it 
into  my  mouth.  It  completely  filled  the  cavern  in  my  mouth  and  I held  it  there,  not  swal- 
lowing. I felt  close  to  heaven.  I was  happy.  I sipped  the  wine,  breathing  its  bouquet. 
Good  chocolate  and  good  red  wine  are  a divine  combination  of  tastes,  worthy  only  of  a 
special  occasion.  A very  fine  glass  of  wine  deserves  a very  fine  piece  of  chocolate. 

My  day  was  fulfilled  and  I went  to  bed. 
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Joe  & the  Easy  Chair 
Tricia  Cimera 


Joe  found  the  easy  chair, 

discarded, 

a few  nights  after 

his  ex-wife  told  him 

what  a better  man 

her  new  husband  was. 

Joe  saw  the  chair 
while  out  walking  alone 
in  the  dark,  wondering 
Why  Why  Why? 

The  easy  chair,  thrown  out  - 
replaced  by  a new  recliner  - 
sat  on  the  curb 
wondering  Why  too. 

Joe,  worn  out, 
curled  up  in  it's  softness 
(the  chair  whispered  Welcome), 
and  fell  fast  asleep. 

He  dreamt  of 
a yellow  kitchen  table 
set  for  two, 
a warm,  rumpled  bed, 
and  of  learning  the  strange, 
secret  language  of  women. 

The  chair  dreamt 
the  dreams  of  those 
who  had  slept  in  it's  arms. 
When  he  awoke, 

Joe  felt  rested,  new. 

He  took  the  easy  chair, 
that  had  materialized 
like  a comrade 


in  the  black  night, 

back  to  his  empty  apartment 

and  began  living  life. 

He  forgot  the  word  Why. 

He  came  to  believe 
in  second  chances. 

Years  later, 

Joe's  ex-wife,  waking 
from  nightmares, 
would  still  call  out  Joe! 
She  always  remembered 
the  feel  of  his  hand 
stroking  the  curve 
of  her  face. 


Shelf  Talk 

Kathleen  Ward 


Aynna  sat  on  an  edge,  watching  the  customers  pass  without  looking  at  her.  She 
sighed,  knowing  that  the  opportunities  to  truly  prove  her  worth  were  slim  and  far 
between.  And  yet,  she  believed  that  she  would  have  her  chance.  If  she  could  only 
get  a glance,  she  was  sure  no  one  would  be  able  to  pass  her  up. 

She  froze  as  a man  walked  towards  her.  He  stopped  and  looked  over  her  thor- 
oughly. His  eyes  judged  everything  about  her,  from  her  big  eyes  to  her  tiny  waste 
and  long  legs.  Aynna  noted  his  expensive  dress  shirt  and  clean,  neat  haircut.  Keep 
looking,  please.  Take  me  home,  she  pleaded  in  her  mind.  But  then  he  moved  on  down 
the  line,  pausing  now  and  again  at  a pink  dress  or  a small  smile.  He  shook  his  head, 
turned  the  corner,  and  was  out  of  sight. 

Damn  it.  I need  to  find  a way  to  stand  out,  and  not  blend  in  to  the  rest. 

“Gold  hair.  Why  did  they  have  to  give  me  gold  hair?  So  that  I could  be  like 
everyone  else  in  this  place?”  Aynna  moved  to  sit  next  to  Karly,  enviously  eyeing 
Karly’s  beautiful  green  dress,  trimmed  with  sparkling  silver  and  red  velvet. 

“I  don’t  know.  Being  a brunette  isn’t  all  that  spectacular.  Sure,  we’re  different 
but  the  little  girls  are  all  brunettes,  or  at  least  dirty  blondes,  so  they  envy 
unrealistically  perfect  long  golden  hair,  which  is  why  all  you  blondes  have  been  on 
the  market  so  long.”  Karly  stood  and  walked  to  the  end  of  the  shelf.  “If  I only  had 
bendable  limbs  like  those  gymnastic  dolls.  I’d  climb  down  from  this  place  and  get 
out  of  here.” 

“Why?”  Aynna  asked,  mildly  surprised. 

“Because  the  holidays  are  almost  over,  and  then  there  I’ll  go,  back  into  storage 
until  I’m  marketable  again.” 

“At  least  you’re  too  expensive  to  be  put  on  clearance.” 

“True,  but  then  at  least  I could  get  out  of  this  place.  You  have  no  idea  what  its 
like  being  stored  in  the  dark  all  year  long.  It  gives  you  plenty  of  time  to  think.” 

Aynna  pushed  her  unbendable  legs  up  and  ran,  shoeless,  to  her  friend,  her  beach 
bash  bathing  suit  clinging  to  her  plastic  body.  She  couldn’t  hug  Karly,  but  she  put 
her  arms  around  her  anyway. 

“Oh,  don’t  wish  for  clearance.  You  are  so  lucky  to  be  expensive!  All  the  girls 
value  you  above  the  rest  of  us.  You  are  guaranteed  to  be  bought  by  a wealthy  fami- 
ly, one  who  puts  you  on  a high  shelf  to  be  admired  by  all.  Odds  are,  dolls  like  me 
will  end  up  smashed  in  a toy  box,  chewed  up  by  a pet  dog,  or  left  in  the  dirt  of  the 
backyard  to  be  demolished  by  a lawn  mower.” 

Karly  laughed.  She  stepped  back  and  walked  to  her  spot  on  the  edge  of  the 
shelf.  “I  thought  you  were  the  optimist.” 

“I  think  sometimes  too,  you  know,”  Aynna  said,  following  her. 

Karly  slumped  against  the  wall.  “It’s  all  terribly  unfair,  really.” 
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“What  is?”  asked  a voice  behind  them. 

The  dolls  turned  to  see  Josephine  all  decked  out  in  a tutu  and  pointed  shoes  that 
were  impossible  to  balance  on.  Aynna  laughed  inwardly  at  the  memory  of  the 
ballerina  directly  after  her  manufacturing.  She  stumbled  around,  cursing  her  life  and 
existence,  all  the  while  trying  to  learn  how  to  stand  up,  let  alone  walk. 

“If  I had  control  of  things,”  she  said  angrily,  “Fd  get  rid  of  these  stupid  shoes. 
Then  I’d  make  everyone  have  the  same  shoes,  because  this  is  getting  ridiculous. 

Please  explain  to  me  why  my  feet  have  to  be  pointed  all  the  time,  and  you,  Aynna, 
get  to  run  around  bare  foot!” 

“Ironic  you  should  say  that,”  said  Karly,  ignoring  Josephine’s  unsurprising  bad 
mood.  “I  was  just  saying  how  all  of  this,”  she  indicated  the  shop,  “isn’t  fair.” 

“Well,  of  course  not.  We’re  Barbies.” 

“Dolls!”  Karly  and  Aynna  shouted  at  once. 

“We  don’t  use  that  degrading  trademark,”  Karly  said,  her  stern  voice  echoing 
throughout  the  shop. 

“Whatever.  That’s  still  what  comes  up  from  our  barcodes.  Don’t  get  so  upset 
about  who  you  are  if  you  don’t  want  to  do  anything  about  it.” 

Karly  shook  her  head  at  the  naive  doll.  Aynna  smiled,  knowing  that  Karly  had 
little  tolerance  for  Josephine’s  stuck  up,  controlling  nature. 

Karly  continued.  “Anyway,  as  I was  saying.  The  system  isn’t  fair.” 

“Because...”  Aynna  said,  encouragingly. 

“Because  we  spend  our  entire  shelf  life  being  the  best  product  we  can  be.  Look, 
we  are  just  commodities.” 

“As  opposed  to...” 

“Us!  We’re  looked  at  as  nothing  else  but  a commodity,  a product.  No  one  sees 
who  we  truly  are.  We  are  given  value  by  how  much  is  spent  on  us,  and  how  much 
people  are  willing  to  pay  to  purchase  us.  And  that’s  what  we’re  taught  to  care 
about,  right?” 

Josephine  looked  at  Karly  skeptically.  “They  may  teach  you  that,  but  you  have 
to  fight  it.  We  need  to  find  a leader,  someone  to — ” 

“I’m  not  talking  about  revolution,”  Karly  interrupted.  “I’m  talking  about  our 
value.  I’m  not  bought  because  it  costs  the  three  dollars  for  my  plastic,  one  dollar  for 
my  brown  hair,  and  four  dollars  for  my  dress.” 

“Your  dress  only  costs  four  dollars?”  Aynna  asked  excitedly. 

“I  have  no  idea.  I just  made  that  up.  But  lets  say  that’s  how  much  it  would  cost 
to  produce  me.  Does  it  matter?  No.  I’m  worth  what  consumers  are  willing  to  pay  for 
me.  That’s  exchange  value.  It’s  why  clearances  even  exist.” 

“Clearances  are  our  punishment  for  obeying  the  system,”  said  Josephine,  sitting 
on  the  shelf.  She  tried  to  reach  her  feet,  desperately  attempting  to  rub  them,  know- 
ing full  well  that  her  plastic  arms  would  never  reach.  “I’m  telling  you,  we  should 
band  together.  If  we  follow  my  ideas,  we’ll  take  over  for  sure.” 

“The  point  is,”  said  Karly,  beginning  to  lose  her  patience,  “our  entire  life 
revolves  around  having  the  most  exchange  value  that  we  can,  so  that  we  can  market 
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ourselves  to  the  wealthy.  That  will  promise  us  a better  home  life.” 

“So  what’s  so  wrong  about  all  that?”  Aynna  asked,  her  attention 
now  unwavering. 

“Don’t  you  see  it?  Freedom!  We  have  no  freedom!” 

Aynna  looked  at  Karly  surprised.  This  was  something  she  could  picture 
Josephine  saying,  but  Karly? 

“Here  me  out,”  said  Karly,  sensing  Aynna’s  shock.  “We  live  in  a system  where 
we  are  seen  as  nothing  but  commodities,  and  we’re  taught  that  that’s  the  way  things 
should  be.  We  are  taught  right  away  that  we  are  nothing  more  than  products  on  a 
shelf.  Who  we  are  as  a doll  is  completely  ignored,  and  this  does  not  surprise  us 
because  that’s  how  it  has  always  been.  There  is  no  freedom  for  our  individuality  or 
personal  choices.  We  have  to  be  products,  and  good  ones  at  that.  Because  if  we 
don’t,  we’ll  end  up  slowly  disintegrating  in  a garbage  dump  somewhere,  buried  in 
filth.  And  what’s  worse,  this  confined,  prison  of  a system,  is  completely  unfair. 

“I’m  beautiful  and  expensive,  but  I’m  shoved  into  a box  all  year.  That  gymnastic 
doll  is  lazy,  ugly,  and  if  you  ask  me,  masculine.  But  she’s  different  with  her  bend- 
able limbs,  so  she  is  purchased  over  us.  And  think  of  all  the  dolls  still  in  the  back 
room.  They  haven’t  even  gotten  a chance  to  shine.  What  did  they  do  to  deserve  that? 
Nothing!  And  its  not  like  they  haven’t  tried  to  be  desirable.  They  just  haven’t  gotten 
a chance.  Odds  are,  they’re  going  to  be  sent  away  to  an  outlet  mall.” 

Aynna  and  Josephine  gasped  at  the  horrible  thought.  No  one  wanted  to  end  up 
in  that  awful,  trashy  place,  where  a doll’s  price  was  significantly  reduced  and  cus- 
tomers were  not  the  type  of  people  that  dolls  wanted  to  be  bought  by. 

“There,  your  exchange  value  is  pretty  much  nothing,”  Karly  added. 

Aynna  pondered  for  a moment  and  then  said,  “So  we  have  no  choice  but  to 
spend  our  lives  trying  to  be  a great  product  until  we  are  purchased.  But  our  effort, 
in  the  end,  will  have  little  to  do  with  our  success.” 

“Exactly.  No  freedom.” 

“It’s  wrong.  It’s  just  wrong,”  Josephine  mumbled.  “We  could  bond  together.  We 
could  work  together.”  Josephine’s  eyes  lit  up.  “We’d  need  a leader,  of  course,  to 
keep  us  all  in  check.  And  then,  if  we  were  all  the  same  Barbie,  with  the  same  pink 
dress  and  blonde  hair,  no  one  would  be  excluded  or  better  than  anyone  else. 
Competition  would  be  eliminated.  And  everyone  could  use  the  skills  that  they  have 
for  the  good  of  everyone  else,  so  we’d  be  completely  efficient.  No  one  would  end  up 
in  storage  or  in  a garbage  dump,  because  we  would  be  free  of  this  gilded  cage 
of  a system.” 

“That  wouldn’t  work,”  laughed  Aynna.  “That’s  the  stupidest  proposal  I’ve  ever 
heard.” 

“Why?  The  only  thing  that  breaks  us  apart  is  competition.  That  keeps  us  from 
working  together.” 

“That’s  true,”  said  Karly. 

Aynna  shook  her  head.  “Maybe  that  would  work  if  we  weren’t  dolls.  We  could  all 
work  together,  without  competition,  jealousy,  the  need  for  recognition,  wealth,  or 
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comfort.  Without,  dare  I say,  dreams.  Personally,  I have  no  desire  to  live  like  that.  I 
would  much  rather  live  in  a shop  society  where  everyone  works  towards  the  best 
sale  they  can  achieve,  with  themselves  in  mind.  And  I realize  that’s  very  selfish,  but 
I don’t  believe  dolls  can  survive  as  ants  in  an  anthill.  Sure,  there  are  flaws  in  the 
system.  Karly  just  brought  up  the  fact  that  it’s  not  fair  and  we  aren’t  truly  free.  But 
at  least  we  have  the  opportunity  to  dream.” 

Karly  stared  at  Aynna,  stunned. 

“Hey,  like  I said,  sometimes  I think  too.” 

“Wait,  wait,  wait,”  Josephine  protested.  “Why  wouldn’t  it  work?  Why  is  dream- 
ing better  than  working  together?” 

Aynna  turned  on  her  and  said,  with  a commanding,  harsh  voice  very  unlike  her 
character,  “Because  even  if  everyone  did  work  together,  there  would  still  be  the 
dolls  that  would  secretly  dream.  And  while  everyone  else  worked  as  one,  their 
competitive  nature  would  find  a way  to  make  themselves  better  than  the  rest  of  us. 
Then,  we  would  be  at  their  mercy.” 

Josephine  stood,  angrily.  “That’s  ridiculous!  Everyone  would  want  what  is  best 
for  the  community!” 

“Not  everyone!  This  leader  that  you  keep  mentioning,  whom  I imagine  in  your 
mind  is  none  other  than  yourself,  is  a perfect  example.  Once  you’ve  got  the  power, 
why  would  you  step  down?  You  wouldn’t,  Josephine,  because  you’re  just  the  sort  of 
doll  who  would  love  the  power.” 

Karly  stood  quickly  and  moved  between  the  two  dolls.  “Listen,  Aynna,  you’re 
right  in  that  Josephine’s  solution  would  never  actually  work.  But  like  you  said,  this 
present  system  has  its  flaws,  and  all  of  those  dolls  in  the  back,  who  have  never 
experienced  the  fluorescent  light,  would  certainly  agree.” 

Josephine  glared  at  both  Aynna  and  Karly.  “Without  freedom,  what’s  the 
point?” 

“Get  over  it  and  work  hard  with  the  opportunities  we  can  find?”  suggested 
Aynna  haughtily.  “Maybe  this  system  isn’t  perfect,  but  it  certainly  gives  me  the 
chance  to  dream  and  work  towards  accomplishing  goals  for  myself,  instead  of  work- 
ing solely  for  lazy,  stupid,  ignorant,  unskilled,  or  power  hungry  dolls  like  yourself 
without  any  reward  for  me.” 

Karly  gave  Aynna  a reprimanding  look.  She  then  turned  to  Josephine.  “What  we 
can  do  is  support  and  promote  a fairer  system,  because  freedom  is  impossible.  I 
cannot  see  any  real  solution.  We  will  always  be  commodities.  But  maybe  we  can 
have  equal  opportunities  and  start  at  the  same  point,  with  equally  valued  outfits  and 
equal  shelf  life.  It  can’t  happen  over  night.  It  probably  won’t  even  happen  while 
we’re  on  this  shelf.  But  one  day,  I hope,  every  doll  will  have  an  equal  chance  to 
achieve  a wonderful  lifestyle,  with  the  obvious  exception  of  those  stuck  up  Disney 
Princess  Barbies.” 

Aynna  laughed.  “No  kidding.” 
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My  Thoughts  Return 
Fyodor  Sakhnovski 


Why  do  my  thoughts  return  to  you? 

They  often  wander  off  into  some  unattainable  expanses; 

They  travel  far  in  infinite  directions, 

Away,  away  from  all  necessities,  conclusions,  comprehensions. 

But  every  time,  like  faithful  puppies,  they  return  to  you. 

And  sometimes  you’re  there.  In  front  of  me. 

Our  eyes  are  bound  together  by  a common  stare. 

Your  wide,  wide  eyes!  Unbent,  they  penetrate  and  pass  me  by 
Like  rays  of  light  through  a translucent  surface 
And  dissipate  somewhere  in  abstraction 
Where  thoughts  of  mine  can  only  hope  to  go. 

Meanwhile,  I’m  carried  back  into  myself  by  rushing  currents  of  your  stare 
I grow  self-conscious  and  uneasy;  I try  to  look  astray; 

I scatter  into  little  pieces,  preoccupy  my  mind  with  any  meaningless  idea.. 
Then  you’re  gone  again,  — 

My  thoughts,  again,  beginning  to  return  to  you. 


You  know,  sometimes  I even  feel  that  our  thoughts  are  somehow  similar... 


Moon  Bridge 
Joan  Kalmanek 


photography 


Different  Strokes 
Joan  Kalmanek 


Triathlon  Man 
Michael  Lowery 


When  the  aching  body  quivers  with  emotion 
As  the  heart  races  on  despite  fatigue 
The  brain  cries  out  "I  cannot  go  on" 

But  the  soul  screams  back  "I  say  bleed!" 


This  Beach 
Amanda  Wengert 

Wet  sand  packed  down  hard 

by  the  incessant  lap  of  cold  white  waves, 

remind  the  wind  to  blow  against  my  cheek 

as  I turn  back  to  remember  the  footprints  left  behind. 

I am  not  perfect. 

the  beach  left  its  salty  aromatic  imprint  on  me 
like  dimples  on  an  age  old  seashell. 
tall  rocky  cliffs  cast  a shadow 
dropping  the  temperature  like  rapid  fire, 
a long  ray  of  orange  sunshine  peeks  through 
a sky  filled  with  gray  and  lonely  clouds, 
what  a beautifully  somber  day  to  be  here 
among  the  seagulls  and  the  horseshoe  crabs, 
to  forget  the  shipwrecks  from  the  past 
and  reflect  off  the  water,  the  fact  that 
I am  so  small. 
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Bye,  Bye,  Jimmy  Jones 
Andrew  Castellucci 


In  these  standard  times  of  monotony  out  propped  the  pear-head  of  the  sui- 
cide-to-be,  Jimmy  Jones.  Jimmy  didn’t  drink,  smoke,  gamble,  sleep  around,  or 
do  anything  fun.  His  was  the  life  of  routine  and  insignificance.  He  never 
stepped  out  to  the  razor’s  edge,  but  hung  in  the  noose  of  the  nine  to  five  day. 

In  the  bathroom  of  his  two-bedroom  town  house,  with  its  modest  decor, 
Jimmy  looked  at  himself  in  the  mirror  and  prepared  himself.  His  bushy  eye- 
brows and  chubby  cheeks  stared  back  at  him.  He  had  planned  for  this  day. 
Nearly  a month  of  preparation  had  gone  into  this  mission  that  he  would  now 
embark  on.  Jimmy  didn’t  want  to  leave  any  debts  unpaid  or  promises  broken 
when  he  left.  His  lease  paid,  bank  accounts  closed,  clothes  folded  and  pressed, 
note  written,  will  notarized,  and  work  notified  of  his  departure  two-week  prior. 
It  was  the  polite  and  responsible  course  of  action. 

Now  he  gathered  his  nerves  for  the  execution.  It  was  a fine  Sunday 
morning  with  the  sun’s  warmth  peeking  beneath  the  shades  of  the  small  bath- 
room window.  The  rays  touched  Jimmy’s  feet  as  he  still  looked  in  the  mirror. 
He  ran  his  hand  against  his  cheek  and  felt  the  sand-papered  skin.  It  seemed 
that  he  had  one  last  task  before  the  end:  a quick  shave. 

Jimmy  greased  his  face  with  some  foamy  gel  and  let  the  warm  water  from 
the  sink  run.  He  grabbed  his  razor  (which  would  come  in  handy  later  too)  and 
carefully  dragged  it  over  the  hills  and  valleys  of  his  face.  He  whistled  a tune 
while  the  rushing  water  played  in  the  background.  When  he  had  finished, 
again  he  ran  his  hand  across  his  face.  Wherever  he  found  an  area  not  trimmed 
to  his  standards  he  asked  for  the  assistance  of  his  dear  friend  the  razor.  This 
quick  shave  preoccupied  Jimmy  for  at  least  ten  minutes. 

After  the  diversion,  Jimmy  doused  his  hands  with  sticky  perfume  and  patted 
his  plump  cheeks.  He  thought  it  was  one  of  the  finest  shaves  he  had  ever  had 
(certainly  the  last). 

“Well  then,”  he  said  to  his  reflection  in  the  mirror.  “Should  we  get  this 
over  with?” 

He  picked  up  his  razor  again  (this  time  it  smiled  with  delight).  He  cleaned 
it  under  the  still  rushing  water,  washing  away  all  remnants  of  his  facial 
shrubbery.  While  he  wiped  it  dry  on  a towel,  an  anxious  knock  at  the  door 
startled  him. 

“I  got  ta  take  a shit,  Jimmy.”  His  roommate  said  behind  the  knock. 
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“Give  me  a couple  minutes.”  Jimmy  replied. 

He  would  have  to  rush  his  mission  now.  He  didn’t  want  to  keep  his 
roommate  waiting,  it  sounded  like  an  emergency.  He  gripped  the  razor  in  his 
right  hand  and  in  one  sweep  struck  at  his  left  wrist.  Jimmy  closed  his  eyes 
tightly  awaiting  the  pain,  but  there  was  nothing.  He  opened  his  eyes  and  his 
wrist  was  untouched:  no  blood  and  no  mark. 

“Jimmy,  what  are  you  doing,  jerking-off ?”  His  roommate  crudely  suggested 
on  the  other  side  of  the  door. 

Jimmy  was  certain  it  was  the  fault  of  his  cheap  Bic  razor  and  not  his 
striking  motion.  It  was  for  the  best,  he  thought,  how  could  his  roommate  get 
into  the  washroom  if  the  razor  had  succeeded?  And  if  his  roommate  did  get  in 
wouldn’t  he  call  an  ambulance  (that  would  be  bad-  Jimmy  didn’t  want  to  trouble 
anyone).  Plus,  his  roommate  probably  wouldn’t  be  able  to  go  to  the  washroom 
with  Jimmy’s  lifeless  body  there  (that  would  be  worse).  These  thoughts  con- 
vinced Jimmy  to  abandon  his  mission  for  the  moment.  So  Jimmy  swung  open 
the  bathroom  door  and  his  roommate  ran  past  him  and  charged  the  toilet. 

The  garage,  Jimmy  felt,  would  afford  him  more  privacy.  He  would  have  to 
devise  a new  method  to  accomplish  his  plan,  though,  because  his  friend  the 
razor  failed.  As  he  walked  down  the  stairs  headed  for  the  garage  door  Jimmy 
whistled  a tune  instep  with  his  pace. 

In  the  chilly  garage  he  rummaged  through  scattered  tools  and  strange 
liquids,  hoping  to  find  a new  assistant.  The  dim  lighting  of  the  room  compli- 
cated his  search  as  he  struggled  to  read  warning  labels  on  bottles.  “Warning: 
ingestion  may  cause  diarrhea”,  one  label  read.  He  set  aside  the  bottle  making 
sure  he  didn’t  accidentally  drink  the  tonic.  Jimmy  didn’t  want  to  shit  his  pants, 
especially  since  his  roommate  had  the  toilet  occupied.  He  thought  about 
consuming  antifreeze,  but  he  wasn’t  sure  how  long  it  would  take  the  cooling 
green  liquid  to  fulfill  its  duty. 

He  stood  back  from  the  plastic  bottles  in  near  desperation.  Nothing  seemed 
enticing.  Beside  a stack  of  wrenches,  though,  Jimmy’s  wandering  eyes  stumbled 
upon  an  inconspicuous  rope.  He  grabbed  it  and  tugged  at  both  ends.  Its  rough 
skin  poked  at  his  palms  and  fingers.  It  seemed  strong  enough.  It  was  certainly 
long  enough,  as  its  ends  spooled  on  the  garage  floor.  This  would  have  to  do, 
Jimmy  thought. 

He  dragged  the  long  rope  toward  a beam  mounted  above.  Jimmy  tossed  one 
end  of  the  rope  over  the  beam  and  looked  for  a stool.  He  wasn’t  sure  about 
how  a proper  hanging  was  to  be  conducted,  but  he  was  sure  it  involved  a stool. 
The  garage  was  cluttered  with  random  tools  and  plastic  bottles.  Silly  posters  of 
half-naked  girls  and  unattainable  cars  adorned  the  walls.  From  posters  to 
wrenches,  hammers  and  screws,  the  garage  was  fully  stocked,  but 
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there  wasn’t  a stool  in  sight. 

Time  was  wasting  and  Jimmy  was  already  behind  schedule  due  to  the 
bathroom  incident.  He  hastily  grabbed  a heavy  bucket  of  paint.  It  was  so 
heavy  he  preferred  to  drag  it  than  carry.  Jimmy  positioned  it  underneath  the 
long  rope  and  mounted  the  bucket.  Jimmy  reached  up  to  the  beam  and  began  to 
tie  the  rope.  As  he  did  this  he  realized  he  didn’t  know  how  to  tie  a noose. 

Just  then  the  garage  awoke  from  its  slumber  and  the  mammoth  door  began 
to  rise.  The  humming  of  the  door’s  electronic  response  startled  Jimmy  and  he 
fell  off  the  bucket.  Unseen  gears,  higher  than  the  beam,  cranked  and  churned, 
exposing  Jimmy’s  scheme  to  the  outside  world.  His  roommate’s  car  lumbered 
into  the  garage  beside  Jimmy,  who  sat  on  the  floor  in  amazement.  He’s  in  the 
washroom,  Jimmy  thought.  How  could  he  foil  Jimmy’s  attempt  again? 

The  car  rested  to  the  left  of  Jimmy,  its  breath  exhausted.  The  car  door 
opened,  hitting  Jimmy’s  bent  legs. 

“Why  is  there  a bucket  here?”  A woman’s  voice  from  the  car  asked. 

She  kicked  the  bucket  and  it  slid  an  insignificant  inch.  The  female  driver 
stood  up  from  the  car  and  saw  Jimmy  lying  on  the  floor  of  the  garage. 

“Hi,  Jimmy.”  She  said. 

Her  face  was  familiar  to  Jimmy,  but  her  name  escaped  him.  She  was  a lady 
friend  of  his  roommate.  She  was  cute,  with  blonde  hair  falling  to  the  root  of 
her  neck;  full  lips  and  pert  breasts. 

“Hello.”  Said  Jimmy,  who  was  still  lying  on  the  garage  floor. 

“What  are  you  doing?”  She  asked. 

“Trying  to  hang  up  some  sign.” 

The  rope  behind  the  girl,  loosely  tied  to  the  beam,  stared  back  at  Jimmy  as 
if  it  were  about  to  tell  the  girl  the  truth. 

“Ok,”  she  said,  choosing  not  to  ask  anymore  questions. 

She  stepped  over  Jimmy  and  he  briefly  saw  the  black  panties  under  her 
modest  dress.  The  door  to  the  house  closed  behind  her  and  Jimmy  stood  up. 

He  would  have  to  flea  the  garage;  the  house.  He  might  have  aroused  suspicion. 
The  garage  was  no  good  anyways,  Jimmy  convinced  himself.  It  would  have 
been  difficult  to  park  the  car  if  he  had  hung  himself,  he  thought.  His  legs 
would  probably  have  hit  the  roof  of  the  car,  maybe  even  the  windshield  (worse 
yet,  his  swinging  lifeless  body  might  have  cracked  the  window).  For  these 
reasons,  Jimmy  decided  that  the  garage  and  a hanging  were  not  reasonable. 

Jimmy  got  into  his  car,  parked  outside  on  the  street,  and  coaxed  the  engine 
into  starting.  It  struggled  at  first,  but  then  stuttered  to  a start.  This  was 
Jimmy’s  finest  possession:  a car  past  its  prime.  It  was  fitting,  Jimmy  believed, 
to  leave  life  with  his  oldest  companion.  The  idea  of  carbon  monoxide 
poisoning  came  to  him  without  any  consideration.  As  his  car  sauntered 
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through  the  streets,  Jimmy  again  whistled  a familiar  tune. 

He  would  have  to  stop  by  the  hardware  store  in  order  to  buy  some  tubing  to 
reach  from  the  exhaust  to  his  window.  The  plan  was  simple:  a quick  stop  at  the 
store  and  then  park  somewhere  secluded,  inhaling  the  car’s  breath.  Jimmy 
anchored  his  car  in  front  of  the  hardware  store  and  hurried  to  the  door. 

The  store  was  busy  with  middle-aged  men  wandering  about,  looking  for 
something  useless  to  purchase.  Jimmy  passed  through  the  throng  and  made  his 
way  to  the  tubing  aisle.  Boxes  of  tubes,  chains,  and  rope  lined  every  shelf.  He 
estimated  the  diameter  of  his  exhaust  and  chose  a tube  that  met  those 
specifications.  He  made  his  way  to  the  cash  registers  and  placed  his  item  on  the 
counter. 

“Do  you  think  this  will  fit  around  an  exhaust?”  Jimmy  asked  the  cashier. 

“Sure,”  the  cashier  said,  as  if  listening  to  Jimmy’s  inquiry. 

“Two  ten”  the  register  scribbled  on  the  screen.  Jimmy  reached  into  his 
pockets  and  pulled  out  a dime.  From  his  wallet  he  gave  the  remaining  two  dol- 
lars. 

“Thanks,”  Jimmy  politely  said,  eliciting  no  response  from  the  cashier. 

Jimmy  rushed  out  of  the  store  with  the  tubing  cradled  in  his  arms.  He 
swung  open  his  driver  side  door  and  tossed  the  tubing  aside.  As  he  turned  the 
key  in  the  ignition,  Jimmy  looked  up  and  saw  paper  nestled  under  his  wind- 
shield wiper.  He  got  out  of  his  car  and  grabbed  the  paper  from  its  perch.  “No 

parking sixty-five  dollars”  the  paper  said.  Beside  the  car  a tall  sign  repeated 

the  words  of  the  paper;  “No  parking-  Drivers  will  be  ticketed”. 

Jimmy  knew  it  was  over  now:  all  his  planning  was  worthless.  He  couldn’t 
leave  now  in  debt.  It  wasn’t  how  he  wanted  it  to  end.  A month  of  preparation 
had  been  foiled.  He  would  have  to  wait  until  next  Sunday,  or  whenever.  He 
would  have  to  pay  off  his  ticket  before  he  left. 

As  Jimmy  got  back  into  his  car,  he  looked  at  himself  in  the  mirror.  His 
bushy  eyebrows  and  chubby  cheeks  stared  back  at  him.  Another  week,  maybe  a 
month,  he  thought.  His  car  stumbled  to  a start  and  Jimmy  turned  on  the  radio, 
choosing  not  to  whistle  a familiar  tune. 
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